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HEN I was in the eleventh year of 
my age, the hving »£ Kirknewton, 
in the county of Northumherland, 
was held by a yotog clergyman of 
the name of Boucher. He was a 
good man ; and by attention to the 
"bottages and schools 'of his extensive, 
though not very populous parish, he had endeared 
himself to everyone. Among the schools which 
he visited, was one at the village of Howtel, 
where I occasionally attended, and "where, indeed, 
I learned nearly all that I ever learned from a 
Master — namely, to read badly, to write worse, 
and to cipher a Httle farther pferhaps than the 
Rule of Three. After examining the pupils, he 
used to reward the most proficient with a copy of 
Dr. Watts's " Divine Songs for Children." I heard 
the successful boys reading or reciting the verses ; 
and I was so charmed — hteraUy charmed — by the 
measure and the rhyme, that I pervaded my father 
to take me with him to Kirknewton, and ask Mr. 
Boucher for a copy — not as a reward, but as a favour. 
It was readily granted, on the condition that I should 
get one of the hymns lay heart every week. Before 
the end of seven days, I could have repeated to him 
the whole volume. I carried it with me to the hiUs, 
whither I was sent as a herd-bny, and pored over it 
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^ ^ fore my twelfth year, to emulate the lines which I 



^ 



loved. 



5 in the loneUest places — my heart burning with secret <f,| g 

I rapture. Its effect upon my mind was magical. It |] |g 

gave me the feeling of a new existence. The moun- gj j,^ 

tains, the clouds, and the skies, took an aspect of ^ g 

poetry and rehgion. When wandering along the |j 

green hill-tops in a starry spring moriling, or reclining <i,| 

on a sunny slope of Lanibon HiU in a Sunday noon — || 

with the Beaumont winding along beneath me, and |! 

Kirknewton churchyard lying, distihct and still, on j^ 

the further side— I had feelings and aspirations en- 
tirely new, holy, and blissful, I was happy ; and yet 
g^ I felt that at some future period I sliould be unima- 

"" ginably happier — when I should dwell above, that 

sky, and when the Morning Star, which I especially | 

lovefl to contemplate, should form but one of the in- 
numerable ornaments of my pathway ! Were I 
to assert that I was already a poet, I might be •, § 
g charged with presumption. I may perhaps be allowed 

to desciibe myself as already the being that I have 
ever since continued to be — possessed by a Spirit, 
under whose irresistible impulsion I attempted, be 
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%1 
As I grew up, I quaffed at loftier — riot purer — foun- }^ 

^ tains of song ; and by the time I was eighteen or ^| 

g twenty, I had nearly overcome a self-educating 

peasant's first and greatest difficulty, elsewhere de- 
scribed — the want of words. It was then delicious to 
find that I was able to express, in strains something like gj 

the strains of my favourite poets, the feelings of love ^ 

and admiration with which my village beauties in- 
spired me ; and that my power of song- writing some- 
times gave me, in their eyes, an advantage over like- 
J lier suitors. The chronological arrangement adopted 

in the present collection, assigns the first place to 
those early love-songs ; and the reader may feel as- pj 

sured that he is not perusing verses " made to order," S»l „ 

for publication and music — though they were aU ^k 

written to music — but genuine outpourings of a 
youthful heart, intended for no ear but hers who hap- 
pened to be the Muse of the mom'ent. The same -^m 
observation is ti'ue of the domestic effusions. It was ^ 
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otherwise with tlie political lyrics, a few of which I 
have inserted. The latter were all 'written /be pub- ®|^ 

lication, and were in fact published as soon as writ- 
ten. The storm of party was then at the highest ; 
and I, who seldom paused to pre-calculate personal 
consequences, took the unpopular side, though my ® 

private interests pointed the other way. My private l^ 

interests suffered accordingly ; but, poet-Uke, in this ® 

instance, I esteemed myself overpaid by the gratifi- 
cation I experienced, when I saw it udmitted, by op- 
ponents as well as by friends, that 1 had done good 
service to a cause which I believed to be the cause of 
patriotism. My gratification rose into triumph, when 
that most amiable and most accomplished Nobleman, 5 

the Eael of Ejllesmeke — whom his country has % 

recently lost — pubhcly declared that he should have 

© been proud to be the author of one of my loyal songs. 

Let me gratefully add, that I am indebted to his 
lordship for many more substantial, though not more 
gratifying, proofs of his kindness arfd condescension. 

It is unnecessary to pursue fui'ther the history of ® ^ 

these attempts, since I have prefixed to most of them ®" "■ 

explanatory memoranda, not — I beg the reader to be- 

® lieve — from any silly motive of vanity — not because I 

thought they deserved, but because I feared they 
needed, such elucidation. I shall only permit myself 
the additional remark, that I never wrote — I never § 

could write — on subjects recommended to me by g ^ 

others. Whether, therefore, they relate to early passion @ 

or to wedded love, to local attachment or to friendly 
feeling, to public events or to private calamities, these 
poems have all emanated froni my own mind — 
prompted and indeed impelled to coitnposition by the 
Spirit that found my boyhood on Beaumont Side, @ 

that attended my youth and manhood through my § ■<, 

long sojourn in Craven, and that has not deserted my 
age on the banks of the Thames. 

What Goldsmith says of his Muse, 1 may, with httle 
variation, say of this Spirit. It " fpund me poor at 
®. ® first," and it has not made me rich. It found me in 

a very low position, and it has not raised me to a ® 

very exalted one. But it has ever been " my solitary 
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pride," and the " source," if not " of ^all my bliss," at 
least of the greater portion of it. It taught me to 
embody my feelings in verse, the very act of which 
is an exquisite pleasure. It directed my boyish eye $ 

£ I to the beautiful in nature — ^a never-failing spring of y, 

enjoyment. It diffused a purity through my youth- ® ® 

ful amours. It shed a charm rouild my domestic " 

hearth. It poured a light over many a scene, the 
dearer for being distant. It threw a rainbow on the 
gloom of pohtical strife. It made me hundreds of 
friends, whose friendship has been r^eatedly proved ^ 

by the most trying of all tests. It introduced me to 
circles, from which my birth and my breeding would 

I — but for it — have excluded me. And finally, it has, at 

a late period in Hfe, procured me the highest honour 

!_ to which a Borderer would dream ©f aspiring — ^the 

^ patronage of the Great Chief of my- native county. 

To the munificence of the Duke of Northumberland 

s both the reader and myself are indebted — the reader, 

for the beautiful volume now before him, and myself, 

I for the sunset gleam thrown upon a day which has 

|v never been without its clouds. 
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' Eye in ita Dark-glani;ing Beauty 
I Another Year 

' Ah ! will there a Time come , 

Again the Sweetest Season 
An Englishman's Wife . 
A happy New Year .... 
Above the Line of Lamps 
At Parker's Tomb .... 
A Being there is . . . • S 

Bright was the Eye .... 
Be Stm, my Wild Heart 
Beaumont Side .... 

si Breathe, Breathe on my H eart . 

Bring out the Old War- Flag 

Dear Hudson .... 

Exposed in Life's .... 

Edwaud Stanley 

E'en now when the Winds 

Fairer than the Fairest Blossom . 
FiTZ-HAaTIL .... 

Fairest of all Stars 

GUTHRUM THE DaNE .... 

Hushed the World . . . , 

How Sleep the Dead .... 

I Love Her .... 

I shall never see it more 
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I sought the Halls 

I have heard of Pair Climes . 

In May's expansive Ether 

In my Hey-day of Youth 

I gang frae Thee 

It is Sweet to Perceive 

I know thou Lov'st me . 

It is Sad, very Sad . 

It is Sweet on this Fair Bark 

I saw her in the Violet Time . 

I was Bom in a Cot 

I Blame thee not, 'World 

Ingleboro' Cave . 

I would not pass from Earth . 

It ne'er was Spak' 

In Youth our Fathers 

Look round on this "World. 
Long within the Danish Camp 

My Love is not yon "Wild Rose . 

Mart Lee .... 

Mark, Ellen, how Fair . 

Mute is the Lyre of Ebor 

Mony Auld Prien's 

My William .... 

My Bark is on the Tyne . 

My Blessing on yonder WUd Mountains 

Thou art Fair . . . . 

Stay with Me . . . 

Calm, my Love 

to Eest beside Thee 

On Skipton's Vales 

Love has a favourite Scene 

these are not Mine own Hills 

One April Mom 

Woman, Pair Woman . . ; 

Blest is the Hearth 

Lay Mm by his Father 

Faded Leaf 

Spare the kind Heart . 

Sing to me no Modish Tune 

Let us be Friendly. 

Scorn not the Plough 

Our Nightingale's Fame . 
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Pours the Spring .... 
Poor Marj' .... 

Reply to .\n Epistle from Mr. Gourley 

Shake from thee that Rain-drop 
Sun-gleams along the Mountains 
Stop, stop the Passing-bell 
Sweet Beaumont Side 
She is falling by Grief 
She shall not Die 
Sleep, my Mary 
She tried to Smile 
Sebastopol is Low 

The Heath is Green 

Thou Fairest Maid . 

To the Northern Breeze . 

The Star of Eve . 

The Flower of Malhamdale 

The Young Poet Dymg 

The Splendours of Sunset 

The Eayless Night . 

'Tis not by Day . 

The Wild Thyme still Blossoms 

The Mood is on my Soul 

The Fouhtain 

The Poet's Home 

There's a dark Hour Coming . 

Twenty Years Parted 

The Dead stood by . 

The few Corn-fields 

The Outlaw 

The Isles are Awake 

The Church of our Fathers . 

The Bride is Away 

The Wives and the Mothers of Britain 

The Wane of the Day . 

The Ancient Barons . 

The Friends that I Loved 

The Vows thou hast Spoken 

The Music of another Spring 

The Hills of my Birth-place . 

Though almost Twenty Years . 

The Union 'Worldioupe 
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The Rose of the Isles 
The Day is Gane 
The Bonnie Pink Flower 
The Chain is Broken, Father 
' Tis Sweet to Escape 
The Seasons in Passing 
The Peerage of Industry 
The Zephyr of May . 
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With me my Love repair 

Winter is gone 

When Time my Youthful Eye 

Where, Loved One, is thy Dwelling now 

Wethercote Cave 

With Bounding Step . 

We often Laughed at Fanny 

When Freedom 

Who would not be Proud of Old England 

We Bear no War-defying Flag 
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Your Name may be Noble 
Yon Lass ye see 
You have heard . 
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Pa^e R3, for " Hia mii^hty power " 
„ ]24, for "chose " read choose. 
„ 2°S, for " than " read that. 
„ 254, for " ray " read play. 
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1818. 



: HE heath is green on Eoseden Edge,* 
The sweet-brier rose begins to bloom ; 
"While mingle, on its southern ledge. 

The milk-white thorn, and yellow broom. 



<* 



* 



^ 



But heavy snow concealed the"heath. 
And loaded every bloomless bough. 

When — love's sincerest vows to breathe — 
I met my Fair on yonder brow. 

Our troth had passed at noon to meet, 
And there at noon we kindly met ; 

^ur hearts were true, our words were sweet. 
At eve we parted with regret ! 

I have been blest in rosy bower, 
I have been blest on daisied lea ; 

But daisied lea, nor rosy bower 

E'er matched that snowy bank to me ! 



« Eoseden Edge, the scene of this singular love-meeting, is an emi- 
nence belTreen Koddam and Ilderton, the southern slopes of which 
abut upon Roddam-dean. The young lady — now no longer young ! 
— is still living, but her name must bo sacred. 
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0, love it chcera the havdest lot, 
0, love it soothes the keenest woe, 

It makes a palace of a cot, — 

It warms the chill of winter's snow ! 
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TH me, my love, repair 

While the Morn gives us leisure. 
And the Spirit of Air 

Is abroad on his pleasure. 
He has left the blue sky, 
Where each white cloud is sleeping. 
Through the gay scenes to fly 

Wbich the clear dews are steeping. 

He roves through the heaths 

And the thyme of the mountain ; 
He playfully breathes 

On the blue-curling fountain. 
The field, where the bee 

O'er the mead-flower is humming. 
And the gold-blooming lea, 

Eoll in waves at his coming. 

Through the hawthorn he goes, 

"With its snow-load of blossom ; 
And his kiss finds the rose 

With the dew on her bosom,! — 
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But with me ! and he will come 
Prom the best and the rarest, 

To sport with the bloom 
On the cheek of my fairest ! 



# iltau at(t 4^iii, 
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[Written on Mary E , a stately and blooming girl — at that time 

maid tothe lady of the late Lieut. General Orde, at Eoddam Hall.] 
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THOU art fair, and I am true, 
I feel my heart is thi^e, Marj- ; 
But though thou'rt fair, and I am true, 
Thou never canst be mine, Mary ! 

My soul, though made for rapture high, m 

Hath sunk in passion's storm, 'Mary ; 
And it were sin in such as I 

To clasp an Angel's form, Mary ! 

And aU my views are wrapped in gloom, 

No sunbeam shines on me, Mary ; 
Thy smile would give them light and bloom — 

But that were woe to thee, Mary ! 



No ! let me suffer — 'tis my fate — J ^ 

Unwept by mortal eye, Mary ; 
But ! be thine the happiest state, 

Beneath the calmest slcy, Marjr,! 
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Then on the cloud that dims my day, 
One thought to cheer my breast, Mary, 

Shall softly shed its rainbow-ray— *- 
The thought that thou art blest, Mary ! 
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1819. 



On tlic same. 



STAY -with me, stay with me ! leave me not 
cheerless, 
My sunbeam in sorrow, and soul of my glee i 
My face may be calm, and my eye may be 
tearless, 

But, Mary, this heart — ^it is bursting for thee ! 
Though Fortune, behind a dark cloud dimly beaming, 

But casts a faint glance, like the Moon's on the lea, 
Yet stay with me, stay with me, fairesj;,of women ! 
The cloud may disperse to my Mary and me. 

! what were the wealth of the Indi(^, my Mary ? 

Without love, its splendour would lessen and flee ; 
But the heart is a treasure whose worth cannot vary, 

Though the home that it offers, the poorest may be. 
Then stay with me, stay with me, fairest of women ! 

My home has that treasure, and all is for thee ; 
And though from a cloud Fortune dimhy is beaming. 

True love will make sunshine to Mary and me ! 
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On the same. 




RIGHT was the eye that beamed on me, 

My bosom coldly thrilling ; 
Like moonshine on a winter sea, 
'Twas beautiful, but chilling ! 
And never did so sweet a tongue 
So harsh a sentence carry ; 
My hopes are crushed, my heart is wrung, 
By Eoddam's lovely Mary ! 

In vain I prized her charms beyond 

Proud Valour's richest capture ; 
In vain my fancy, young and fond. 

Had dreams of nought but rapture ; 
In vain, in truth of heart, I swore 

Its pulse no more should vary ; 
My truth is scorned, my heart is sore 

For Roddam's lovely Mary ! 

Ye mountains, rich with purple heath, 

That heard my earliest nimibers; 
Te briery glens, that fragrance breathe, 

Whose music seldom slumbers ; 
Less torn my bosom now will be 

To leave your charms so fairy. 
Since feelingless and cold to me 

Is Eoddam's lovely Mary ! 
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1819. 




On the same 



ALK on ! each fault in Mary blame 
That hate can think, or envy frame ; 
Lessen her beauty, taint her fame ; 

Whate'er you say, I-love her ! 
I look but on her cheek and eye — 
They give your base remarks the lie ; 
How pure the glance ! how flue the dye ! 
By all that's fair, I love* her ! 

Arouse my pride : she spurns my prayer 
For one — perchance less worth her care : 
Her presence melts that pride to air, 

I see her — and I love her ! 
Describe her weak and unrefined : 
She comes — ^her tones the soul can bind ! 
Her eye is eloquence and mind ! 

By all that's grand, I love her ! 

Depress me with the thought th^t she 
Must ne'er my heaven of rapture be : 
Blest be her heart, I say, and free/ 

Eepulwed and scorned, I love her ! 
And while her form — a sunbeam bright — 
To Memory's eye shall lend its light. 
By levelled Hope's eternal bUgh't.! 

By all my woes ! I'll love her ! 
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1819. 



On the same. 




USHED the world in slumber stilly, 

Eime is glistening on the lea, 
Midnight's moon is lighting, chilly, 

Roddam's every tower and tree. 
By each cherished hope deserted — 

Hopeless — still I think on thee ; 
Eound thy dwelling, br|)ken-hearted, 

"Wander — for 'tis sweet to me ! 



Angels ! by her pillow hovering, 

Sing — ^to Mary sing of me ! 
Say the wintry sky's my coveHng, 

Say my bed's the wintry lea ! 
Say, though breezes, coldly swelling, 

Cra&e the naked, frozen tree. 
Still — to wander round her dwelling 

Sweeter is than sleep to mp ! 
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Sprinkled along the lea, 

Toung flowers are blo*n ; 
Green leaves "bedeck the tree, 

Ne-wly put on ; 
Primrose and daisy rath 
Bloom by each shady path. 
Birds sing in every strath — 
"Winter is gone!" 

But by the greenwood bough 

"Wandering alone, 
Mary, I miss thee now — 

Miss thee, and moan ! 
! what are now to me 
Bird, flower, and blooming tree ? 
Ne'er can they teU, like thee, 

" Winter is gone !" 
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1819. 



CALM, my lovo, the tumult here, 

Where peace and joy should only be; 
And, Anna, wipe away the tear, 
For, trust me, I am true to thee ! 



Yon stars that seemed to pause on high 
To see two hearts so blest below> 

In blazing wreck shall leave the sky 
When thou art left to lonely woe ! 

Thy bosom-ohords are finely drawk — 
And cruel were the hand could iear, 

Profane, to wake another tone 
Than one of joy or rapture there ! 

When Summer comes with all her blooms, 
Thy love shall be my sweetest flower; 

When Winter flings his cheerless glooms, 
Thy smile shall light my humble bower. 
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TO rest beside thee, Anna ! 

! to rest beside thee, Anna ! 
Calm beneath the grass aiifl flowers 
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[In memory of Anna Boer, a fine young woman from Shropshire, -who i^ 

died unmarried. My love for her was the piu'est I had ever known.] 
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Trom love's pure eye that hide thee, Anua ! % 



No more thy light heart leaps to gjee, 

Love's sacred thrillings leave it, Anna ; 
But all the ills that menace me — 

0, none of these can grieve it, Anna ! 
to rest beside thee, &c. 

In vain to thee the summer blooms. 

And azure skies bend o'er thee, Anna ; 
But adverse fortune's deepening glooms 

Are never hung before thee, Anna! 

to rest beside thee,. &o. 

My song would thus embalm thy name, 

And thou — thou canst not hear it, Anna ; 
But gathering hisses blast my fame. 

And I survive to bear it, Anna ! * 

! to rest beside thee, &c. 
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[Skipton is the capital of the teautiful disti-ict of Craven.] 




Skipton's vales and moijiitains play 
The first red gleams of Jif orning gay — 
linger yet ! ye moments, stay ! 

ITor urge my flight from blue-eyed Jessy ! 



Ye sweetly-opening daisies, iilled 

With tears from moonlight mists distilled. 

The sun will dry your bosoms chilled, 

And ye wiU smile like blue-eyed Jessy ! 

No sun, or spring-breeze passir^ by. 
Shall wake my bloom, my tears .shall dry ; 
A desert plant, I'll withered lie 

Unwept, and far from blue^eyed Jessy ! 

Alas! the m.oments will not stay — 

The sky-lark summons me away! 

But while my heart's warm pulses play. 

My heart shall throb for Hue-eyed Jessy ! 
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,THEEN Breeze ! that lov'st to hover 
In this vale of constant green, 
Tell me, hast thou sported over 
Eoddam's every dearer scene ? 

iast thou swept the Cheviot mountains, 
Eich with all their rath perfume ? 
Curled the pure and sprightly fountains. 
Gushing through their bordering bloom ? 

Hast thou sighed where forest shadows 

O'er the path of lovers fell. 
When the hour of gloaming led us — 

Lovers — to the silent dell ? ' 

— Pondest of illusive fancies ! 

Yet what truth like it can please ? 
Impotent wele necromancy's. 

To thy spell, sweet Northern Breeze ! 
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[The lady who inspired this, my first Gargrave. song, aftcrwurds iirs. 

M ; has heen dead many years. The infant Aire flows through 

the viljsge once perfumed hy her sweetness.] 





love is not yon wild rose 

That decks the river's bank so green — 
My love is not yon wild rose, 

Whose sweetest charms at once are seen. 

er emblem true uncloses 

Its leaves in yonder garden fair — 
Worth all the wilding roses 

That e'er a summer strkwed by Aire ! 

The garden rose-bud, pearly 

With drops imbibed before the sun 
Expands to morning early 

Its folded beauties, one by one; 
Each new recess revealing 

A hue more sweet, a tint more fair — 
And such is she whom Eeeling 

And Taste proclaim the Kose'of Aire. 

The rose-leaf folded over 

Its gem of gathered dew reiined. 
Is not a sweeter cover 

Than Myra's form is to her niind ! 
No dcw-gi'iu half so bright is, 

By sunbeam found reposing there. 
As i[yr;i.'s soul of light is — 

My love's the Gem and l^ose of Air 
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LOVE has a favourite scpne for roaming — 
It is in tlie dell "where the Aire is foaming ; 
And love has an hour, of all the dearest — 
It is when the star of the west is clearest ; • 
It is when the moon on the wave is yellow ; 
It is when the wood's last song is mellow ; 
It is when the hreeze, o'er the scene reposing. 
Stirs not a flower as its leaves are closing ; 
And every green bough of the hri» thou meetest, 
Has rose-buds and roses the softest and sweetest ! 

Come, love ! 'tis the scene and the hour for roaming, 
The dell is green, and the Aire is foaming. 
Ifot purer the light that the west is pouring. 
Not purer the gold that the moon is showering, 
Not purer the dew on the rose's blossom, — 
Than the love, my dear maid, that warms my bosom ! 
Yet morn will come, when the de-fr; — ascending — 
WiU leave the dry flower on its stalk depending, 
The star the blue west, and the moon the river, 
Win quit — ^but my heart shall be thine for ever! 
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[On Miss H , of Garp;ravfl, long since dead. The Song, in struc- 
ture, resembles Burns's inimitable lyric, " Bonnie vas the Eosy 
Brier."] 




HE star of eve was beaming bright, 

The rose-tree decked the greenwood's 
gloom ; 
But Myra's eye was purer light, 
And Myra's cheek was fairer bloom. 



The dew upon the closing flowers 
Its tender, sparkling moisture shed ; 

But tenderer looks and words weue ours, 
Tor love was aU we thought arfd said. 

The crimson cloads along the sky 
Retained the light that lately shone ; 

And ! that hour's reflection high 
Shall gild my heart till life is gone ! 
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1821. 



On the same. 




lAIEEE than tlie fairest blossom 
Opening on the sunny lea ! 
Tortnre not a constant bosom, 
Pemale arts are lost on me. 



Shall my love be unrequited ? 

Let the sentence then 'be heard; 
And may I be further slighted 

If I beg a second word ! 



Would thy heart its own retain me ? 

Angel charms are thine, my dear ; 
These enchant me — these enchain me — 

Coyness is but wasted here. 

Cloud and gleam, by turns that fly, loye, 
Mark a CraTen's summer day — 

Be not thou a changeful sky, love ; 
Let thy beams for ever play ! 

Flowers that in the shade would perish, 
In the light will blossom high ; 

And my love will only flourish 
In the sunshine of thine eye ! 
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il^ Jkiuq df Jflalhamila^. 



1821. 



[This lady was a Miss Dewhui'st, who died at Aii-ton in Maliamdale 
ill, I think, her ICth year.] 




on some bright and bteezeless eve, 

"When falls the ripe rose leaf by leaf, 
The moralising bard will heave 

A sigh that seems aUied to grief, — 
hall I be blithe, shaU I be mute, 

Nor shed the tear, nor pour the wail, 
When death has blighted to its root 

The sweetest Flower of Malhamdalo? 



Hor form was like the fair sun-itream 

That glances through the mists of noon — 
Ah ! little thought we that its beam 

AVould vanish from our glen^ so soon ! 
Yet when her eye had most of mirth, 

And when her cheek the least was pale. 
They talked of jjurer worlds than earth — 

She could not stay in Malhamdale ! 

The placid depth of that dark eye, 

The wild-rose tint of that fair cheek — 
Will still awake the long-drawn sigh. 

While Memory of the past shall speak. 
And we can never be but pained 

To think, when gazing on that vale, 
One Angel more to Heaven is gained. 

But one is lost to Malhamdale ! 
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I may not toll what dreams wdi'o mine— 

Dreams laid in bright futurity — 
"When the full, soft, and partial shine 

Of that fair eye was turned on me. 
Enough, enough — the blooming wreath 

Of Love, and Hope, and Joy, is pale. 
And now its withering perfumes breathe 

O'er yon new grave in Malhamdale ! 



.--^^^^-■ 



# th^ Hi[^ not min^i om lllls. 



18-il. 



[On arriving in Craven, whither I had come on foot, and seeing the 
Mils — so lilce, and yet bo unlike the Northumbrian mountains — I 
became seized with a home-sickness the most intense. I fancied my- 
self banished to a far-distant land ; and if the reader, who may be 
inclined to smile at the idea, wiU reflect that railways then were not ; 
that stage coaches were above my means ; and that my estimate of 
distance was founded on my power as a pedestrian ; he will see that 
the idea was not so very absurd.] 
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THESE are not mine owh hills, 
Fair though their verdilre be ; 
Distant far mine own hills. 

That used to look so kind on me ! 
These may have their rook and cairn, 
Their blooming heath, and waving fern — 
But ! they stand so strange and stem, 
And never seem like friends to me 
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"Where, pr'ytliee, rise thine own hills? 

In Prance or brighter Italy ? 
What fruit is on thine own hills, 

That we must deem so fair to see r 
Grows, in Summer's constant shine, 
The orange there, or purpling vine ? 
Does myrtle with the rose entwine 

On mountains so heloved by tiee ?" 

All bleak along mine own hills 

The heather waves, the bracken free ; 

The fruit upon mine own hills 
Is scarlet hip and blaeberry. 

And yet I would not them exchange, 

'Mid gay Italian scenes to range ; 

No ! vine-clad hills would look as strange, 
As stern, and lone, as these to: me ! 

In boyhood, on mine own hills, 

I plucked the flower, and chased the bee 
In youth, upon mine own hills, 

I wooed my loves by rock and tree : 
'Tis hence my love— to tears—they claim ; 
And, let who will the weakness blame, 
But when, in sleep, I dream of them — 

I would not wake aught else to see ! 
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|ottils tlt4 $^rm. 



1821. 



[Howdsden — whioh I have softened into Howsden — -a beautiful hill 
overlooking the Beaumont. It is remarkably as being always the 
very fii'st to acknowledge, by its verdure, the favours of returning 
Spring. Its base, when I kept sheep upon it in my boyish days, 
used to exhibit a perfect forest of broom.] 
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UllS the Spring its curliest green 
Upon Howsden still ? 

Are the milk-white hawthorns seen 
Upon !f [owsden still ? 

Does the tall and grove-like broom, 
th its moist and yellow bloom, 

Shed a glory and per&me 
Upon Howsden still ? 

Bests the white and downy cloud 

Upon Howsden stUl ; 
Is the skylark's carol loud* 

Upon Howsden still ? 
Is the ouiiew seldom dumb ? 
And the wild bees — do they come, 
As of old, to sip and hum 

Upon Howsden still ? 

Sits the happy shepherd boy 

Upon Howsden still, 
Singing blithe his song of joy 

Upon Howsden still? 
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"While far beneath his eyes 
The blue stream of Eeaumont lies, 
And her liquid murmurs rise 
Upon Howsden still ? 

Ah ! the Summer sheds delight 

Upon Howsden still ; 
And I walk, in dreams by night, 

Upon Howsden still ; 
When, waking 'mid my j*py, 
I but meet the world's annoy, 
And wish I wore a boy 

Upon Howsden still ! • 
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sleep the dead in yon church yard, 
"Where chequering moonbeams purely fall ? 
How sleep the dead benbath the sward ? 
Calmly — softly — sweetly all ! 

In mute companionship they lie — 

No hearts that ache, 130 eyes that weep ! 
jC Pain, sickness, trouble, come not nigh 
The beds of those that yonder sleep. 

Around, the world is passion-tost — 
War, murder, crime, for ever reign ; 

Of sacred peace alone may boast 

The church yard's undisturlbed domain. 
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^ The stormy sea of human life, ^ 

With all its surges, roais around ; * 

Their barrier-wall repels its strife^- "* 

I* No wave breaks o'er their hallowed ground ! ■^ 

^ Around, the summer sun may scorch — "t 



The dead feel not the sultry ray ; 
^ "Winter may howl in spire and porch — 

The dead are reckless of his sway. 



Thus sleep the dead in yon church yard, 

Where chequering moonbeams purely fall ; 
Thus sleep the dead beneath the sward — 
^ Calmly — softly — sweetly aU 
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0. I PS»^^^® SHALL never see it more I save in visions # 

^ I ^^1 i^^l during sleep, ^ 




^ 'Twas a lovely eve ui Spring, and the crimson of the west 
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When — but half-deceived — I gaze on it, ^ «!• 

and as I gaze I weep ; * % 

But 'tis blossomed bright in Memory yet, 
and shades the verdant steep. 



f The sweetest hawthorn tree on the banks of the TUl ! * 



* 



ft, Lay like a dream of heaven on the river's gentle breast, 
When we met beside the hawthorn tree, in milk-white blos- 
soms dressed, * 
^ The loving and the loved, on the banks of the Till! | 
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I have wandered— wandered long in the heartloss waj's of men, 

And have often felt the thrUl of love— but never more as then, 

When we lay in young love's happy tranpe amid the silent 

glen — 

Beside the hawthorn tree on the banks of the Till ! 

My Mary was as pure as the bloom upon the tree ! 
She died — and left my heart exposed to vice and misery ; 
She drank of life's first rapture-cup, and what is left to me, 
But a worthless draught, afar from the banks of the Till ! 

ifr^ §p\m^ fa^t J^injj at n Jtsianq i\\om 
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["Written cluring a slight attack of illness. I imagined I was going to 
die — far from Roddam-dean, where, in my feverish excitement, I 
wished to he huried.] 

BUEY me not in yon strange spot of earth ! 
My rest never sweet, never tranquil can be ; 
But bear me away to the land of my birth, 
To a scene — how dear, and how pleasant 
to me ! 
If you saw how the sunbeams illumine the mountains, 

How brightly they lie in the glen that I choose — 
Could the song of its birds, and the gush of its fountains. 

Through your souls the rapture and frSshness diffuse, 
Which in life's happy morning they shed over mine — 
! your hearts would confess it is all but divine ! 
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(* N'ay, call it not raving ! A stranger I came, 

« ^ And a stranger amongst you I. ever have been : ^ 

(* Wten I stepped from my circle, yon found me the same | >» 

Vain, trifler as thousands beside in the scene. * 

* But I lived in a circle of fancy and feeling, * 

«> A world of fair forms, a creation of bliss, 5 

.^ >8> Though never to you the dear secret revealing : * ){ 

^ >8> My first and my latest disclosure is this, ■* x 

^ * This dying request — the last night of the dream ! — * ^ 

2y 6j ! do not despise it, though wild it may seem. « x 

K * * X 

^ fl) I know it — the grave which to me you assign, "9 )e> 



S e> Is black in the shade of your dreary church- wall, « 

S * "Where nettle and hemlock their rankness-combine, "S 

^ ^ And the worm and sullen toad loathsomely crawl. <& 









^ ! where is the primrose, so meet for adorning «( 

^ The grave of a Minstxel cut off in his bloom ? m 

"^^ ■ 1 T T¥TVfc r\-inr\ -ten "rVxrv r\ rt-t rfrr 4-/^ nV-% r\/A tt^ 4-n n tin /^irtr-ki v\ rkt ^ 



O ! where is the daisy, to shed in the morning 09 

* The tears it had gathered by night, foj my doom ? vg, 

* And dearer — O ! dearer than anguish can teU, ^ 

* "Where, where are the friends that have loved me so well ? % 
>» « 

* Thrice blest be those tears ! they descend on my heart ^ 

^ Like the soft rain of Spring on a perishing flower — ^ 

5^ ^ And may I expire in the hope they impart, ^ 



* That — yet— I shall rest by my favourite bower ? ^ 

* Heaven love yon for that ! Like the flower I have shown you, ^ 
s* Nomore to expand in the loveliest ray, * 



^ „ ,_j, _ _^, ^ 

«> And breathing its last sigh of perfume upon you, * 

* My spirit, all grateful, shall vanish away ! "» 

For laid in the glen, by the stream and the tree, ** 

«> Deep, hallowed, and happy, my slumber* shall be ! 

>& ** 

«> See ! one aged Mourner comes, trembling, to place « 

«i A weak, withered hand on the grave of her son — "* 

^ See 1 Frendship, to tell how I strove in the race, <* 

,e> But died ere the chaplet of glory -was !won — •» 

"^ >a> ' * 

S * ' 

^ iftl ' 
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And Beauty— I plaited a wi'eath for that Maiden 
"When warm -was my heart, and my fancy was high 

See ! Beauty approaches with summer-flowers laden, 

And strews them when nought hut the hlackbird is nigh ! 

Thus, thus shall I rest, with a charm on my name, 

In the shower-mingled sunshine of Love and of Fame . 

%n figi^ in il55 tlarli-fllanchici ffauty, 

[On Miss H , already alluded to. See ante.} 




i ]Sr eye in its dark-glancing beauty hath spoken, 
A lip hath been pressed like a rose-bud in 
dew, 
And the clasp of a soft hiand has thrilled as a 
token 
Through fibre and vein — that my Fanny is 
true ! 

There's a tint of romance in the sunbeam that lightens 
By turns the green vale, and the mountain's wild hue; 

It comes from the thought that internally brightens, 
The heart-blessing thought — that my Fanny is true ! 
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There's a voice in the gale, as it sighingly wanders 

"Where the young buds of Spring open green on the view ; 

There's a voice in the stream, as it purely meanders. 
Breathing fresh o'er the soul — that my Fanny is true ! 
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The lark, as he soars from the strained eye of wonder, 
Or brushes the white cloud that streaks the fine blue, 

Sends down his loud note to the choristers under, 
And wood and vale ring with — my Fanny is true ! 
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soften, my song ! lor a transport is given, 
To which, the best chords of the bosom are due ; 

And sink like the gale on a rose-bank at even, 
In a long sigh of bliss — that my Fanny is true ! 



ilhii ^pUndours of <S«n»ft» 



1822. 



^ ' [On the marriage of my late and old friend, Mr. Tatham, of Gargiavc 

■® Both he and his Isabel have long gone the way of all flesh.] 
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E splendours of the sunset diffuse their last 
tinges 
Athwart the fine azure, and. streak it afar ; 
While, peeping serene through their faint- 
meeting fringes. 
Appears in its beauty the love-hallowed 
star. 
And see, o'er the summit of Flashy dividing, 

The clouds in their bosom the fair Moon receive. 
Who, Hke some pure spirit in majesty gliding, 
Comes forth to smile joy on our blithe bridal eve ! 




" The love I have whispered when such an hour yel- 
lowed 
The scene of our meeting by stream or by grove, 
Which reason hath sanctioned, and intercourse mel- 
lowed. 
To-morrow will show it was genuyie love. 
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I chose from a world, first allured l)y thy beauty, 
The charms of thy mind have cqnfirmed me thine 
own; 
And tlie vow I pronounce, will but Ijallow to duty, 
What my heart must have taught: me — to love thee 
alone. 

"But say, canst thou love me alone, and for ever ? 

Ah, teU me ! for loved and adored as thou art. 
If one were as dear to thee, i/et we might sever ! 

I would not divide with a Monarch thy heart ! " 
So spoke a fond Youth, while his Isabel listened, 

Nor uttered a word to his doubt or his fear ; 
But her soft cheek it glowed, and her blue eye it 
glistened, 

And she hid in his bosom her blush and her tear ! 
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300lt round on thi» WorU. 




1822. 



"I^OK round on this world — \his sweet, it is fair; 
There is light in its sky, there is life in its air ; 
Suhlimity breathes from tlae forms of its hills, 
And beauty winds on with its rivers and rills ; 
The dew, as with diamonds, its meads hath 
besprent ; 
,From its groves are a thousand wild melodies sent ; 
> While flowers of each tint are by Morning impearled : 
! why is there woe in so lovely a world ? 

Say not that the picture is drawn in a time 
When Summer is Queen of the sky apd the clime — 
Eemember young Spring, with her rainbows and songs ; 
The charm that to Autumn's bright foliage belongs ; 
And Winter's stern pomp, which no chilled feeling mars 
In his snow-shining land, and his concave of stars I 
Each change is a joy, or of joy is the* herald — 
! why is there woe in so lovely a world ? 

Talk not of a Spectre, whose skeleton hand 

Hobs the sun of his glory, and darkens the land — 

His touch with a power that no talisman knows. 

But wraps the worn soul in a moment's repose. 

To wake in a region yet fairer than this. 

Where the heart never beats but its throb is of bliss ! 

His flag is but Rapture's bright bannSl'. unfurled — 

! why is there woe in so lovely a world ? 
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It is not in Winter, with cloud and with storm — 
There are passions yet wilder that stain and deform ! 
It is not in Death, with his fear-imaged darts — ■ 
There are vices jet deadlier, throned iii her hearts ! 
These mar the Eternal's beneficent plan, 
"Who famished this earth as the Eden of man, 
By these, through our souls hath disorder been hurled- 
! these have brought woe to so lovely a world I 
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[The halls meant were those of Eshton, where EEeu Ellison — -now 
Mrs. Story — had resided. Set to miisio by Gbdby.] 




SOUGHT the halls, sWfM3t EUen, 
Where thou wast wont to be ; 
And I deemed, my de&rest Ellon, 

They still were bright with thee. 
As Bun-hues linger on. the hill 
Long after evening ;f alls, 
So seemed the light of beaut/ still 
To gild the lonely halls ! 

I sought the garden, Ellen, 

I sought the arbour fair ; 
And I vow, my dearest Ellen, 

Thy sweetness met me there. 
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The brightest Rose had left the bower, 
But still her favourite scene 

Eetained the fragrance of the flo-wer, 
And told where she had been ! 
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On the same. 




f^^^^XPOSED in life's neglected vale, 

To scorch in sun, or waste in gale, 
The wild-rose tints so softly pale 
That first attracted me, love — 
Qbefriended ! taKe my aid, 

shelter and my shade, 

lall but in gleams pervade, 
Und storms blow calm to thee, love ! 

The summer leaves of Fortune now 
Have clothed my every spreading bough ; 
One ornament I want, and thpu — 

thou art that to me, love ! 
Then come — and, by my hopes refined ! 
No Oak that ever braved the wind. 
So screened the Woodbine round him twined. 

As I will shelter thee, love ! 
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I hauii hi^atid 0| Jain ({litnBis. 



1822 



[The home-sickness begins to disappear.] 




HAVE heard of fair climes lying nearer 
the sun. 
"Where the summer and autumn are blent 

into one, 
"Where the flowers in unfailing succession 
come forth, 

And brighter of hue than the flowers of the north, 
"Where the fruit and the blossom adorn the same tree — 
Yet Craven, green CraTen, 's the land for me. 

I have heard of the azure enchanting all eyes, 

The deep, cloudless. blue of Italian skies — 

But give me the wild heaven, now gloomy, now gay. 

That with shadow and sunshine stills varies the day, 

Forming scenes which a painter or bard loves to see — 

And Craven, green Craven, 's the laijd for me ! 

Can lands where the summer and autumn entwine, 
Exhibit a contrast more pleasing thaii thine ? 
Springs smiles in yon vale where the' river is rolled. 
And Autumn has hung yonder mountain with gold ; 
Yon beech tree stands red on an emerald lea — 
0, Craven, green Craven, 's the land.for me ! 
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Why talk of Circassia as Beauty's domain ? 
Or why of the dark-glancing daughters of Spain ? 
We have maids that might realise dieams of above, 
Too lovely— if aught were too lovely— for love, 
As sweet as their Spring, as their mountain- winds free- 
Yes ! Craven, green Craven, 'a the land for me ! 
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[On EUeu EUison.] 




N May's expansive ether 

Floats many a downy cloud — 
Some white and pure as^ silver, 

Some edged and streaked wi' gowd. 
I care na for the gorgeous sight. 
Though fair as sight may be ; 
My bonnie Craven lassie 
Is the dearest sight to me ! 



All yellow as the cloudlet, 

My love's bright locks are laid. 
And radiant as its silver 

The neck and brow they shade. 
The heart that beats within her breast 

Is now na langer free — 
My bonnie Craven lassie 

Has bestowed her heart on me 
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The bloom is on the hawthorn, 

The green leaf's on the tree, 
The king-cup gems the meadow. 

And the gowan stars the lea. 
I care na for the charms o' spring, 

Though fair those charms may he — 
My bonnie Craven lassie 

Is the dearest charm to me ! 

On yonder bank a blossom 

Is mirrored in the lake — 
The next wild breeze that sweeps it 

The shadowy charm will break. 
But what wild breeze shall e'er efface 

The impress here of thee ? 
My bonnie Craven lassie, 

Thou art wealth and fam'e to me ! 
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my hey-day of youth, when each pulse 
beat to glee, 
j I roved amang lasses o' ilka degree, 
' The gentle, the semple, the-cauld, and the 

kind, 
^The neat country girl, and the lady refined ; 
But when I looked out a companion for life, 
I found nana to suit like my ain little "Wife ! 

She was heir to na wealth, but to balance it a', 
Her tastes were na nice, and her wishes were la' ; 
Her forbears were poor, but to tell it I'm fain, 
. She need na to blush for their deeds nor her ain ; 
The tap o' the cassay they trod on thro' life. 
And left their fair fame to my ain little "Wife ; 

By the ingle at e'en, when my labour 'is o'er, 
I draw my chair ben on a nice sanded floor. 
Then I tell her a tale, or she sings me p, sang, 
And the lang winter nights are to us never lang ; 
"While to keep a' things tidy 's the pride o' her life, 
And I ca' her in rapture my ain little "Wife ! 

If there's gloom in her e'e — as a vapour will rise 
And darken the bluest o' Simmer's bltie skies — 
It stays na sae lang till it quite disap;^ears. 
Laughed aff by a love-blink, or melted in tears, 
In tears that bring feelings the sweetest in life. 
As I clasp to my bosom my am little Wife ! 
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I jfOTHEE year, another year, 
J ' ! who shall see another year ? 
•' — Shalt thou, old man of hoary head, 
^f eye-sight dim, and feeble tread ? 
Expect it not ! Time, paii, and grief 
HaVB made thee like an autunm-leaf, 
"~"^ Eeady, by blast or self-decay, 
g^ From its slight hold to drop away — 
And some sad Morn may gild thy hier 
Long, long before another year ! 

Another year, another year, 
! who shall see another year ? 
— Shall you, ye young ? or you, ye' fair ? 
Ah ! the presumptuous thought fotbear ! 
Within this church yard's peaceful-bounds — 
Come, pause and ponder o'er the mounds ! 
Here Beauty sleeps — that verdant! length 
Of grave contains what once was Strength — 
The child — the boy — the man are here : 
Te may not see another year ! 

Another year, another year, 

! who shall see another year ? 

— Shall I, whose burning thirst of fame 

No earthly power can quench or tame ? 

Alas ! that burning thirst may soon 

Be o'er, and all beneath the moon— 






•ft 






'it 



# 



■« 



•ft 
•ft 



■ft 
•ft 
•ft 
•ft 
•ft 



^ 



I t 



# 



•ft f 



»• 

4% 



•ft 
•ft 1 

•ft 

•ft 

a 






<$vS^ 







I 



All my fine visions, fancy-wrougW, 
And all this vortex-whirl of thought 
'{For ever cease and disappear, 
Ere dawns on earth another year ."■ 
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J.S not by day, however .bright 

The beauty of the day may be, 
'Tis in the night, 'tis in the night. 
My holiest musings d^'syell on Thee ! 

e, thy glorious hand I view 
In every leaf that greens the tree ; 
And not a floweret blooms in dew> 

But wakes some lovely thought of Thee ! 

'Tis true the mountain soaring high. 

The river rolling to the sea, 
The blue and boundless stretch of sky — 

Bid the awed spirit turn to Thee. 

But few and brief such feelings are ; 

From business and from day thfey flee ; 
Ten thousand nameless chances jar 

On bosom-chords, though tuned to Thee. 
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'Tis in the night, when nought around s 

The ear can hear, the eye can see ; . 

When all seems laid in sleep profound, . 

Except my watching Soul and Thee ; ■ 

'Tis then, my God ! I feel thy power 

And love, from all distraction free ; 
My couch is Heaven in that high hour ! 

Thou'rt round me — I am wrapped in Thee ! 
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[Written under a Portrait.] 
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HEN Time my youtKful eye shall tame, 
And mark my youthful brow, 
Here, Ellen, shall they look the same — 
As smooth and bright as now. 

''And ! if Fate should tear apart 
Two formed in love to dwell — 
If death should chill the ardent heart 
That long hath loved and well- — 
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Here still, my dear, thy maidela choice 
Thine eye — through tears — may see ; 

And still shall I, with all but voice, 
Speak fondest love to Thee ! 
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[In memory of Miss Sarah Jolmson, a fair pupil of mine, wlio died in 
her thirteenth year. She was the daughter of the late Thomas 
Johnson, Esq., of Eshton. Her mother, who survived her many 
years, was a warm and unchanging friend of mine ; and, strangely 
enough, I am indebted, indirectly, to her (long after her own death) 
for the proudest event of my life.] 

" Once, in thy mirth, thou bad'st me -write oh thee ; 

And now I write — what thou shalt uever see ?" 
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HERE, loved One! is thy dwelling now? 
In scenes where thou wert wont to he, 
Thy laughing eye, thy open hrow, 

Thy sylph-like form no more we see. 
There' s grief around thy father's hearth, 
Which time shall scarcely change to 
mirth ! 



There's weeping in thy father's hall — 
Its chamhers, which so lately rung 

To thy light step or lively call, 
Seem dark as if with sahle hung. 

Too well their gloom declares that thou 

Hast left thy father's dwelling now! 

"When last I looked upon thy face, 
Thy fair cheek wore a pallid hue; 

Tet kept thine eye its wonted grace. 
And wildly free thy dark hair flew. 

I little thought whose breath had passed 

Across thy features like a blast 
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I little thought that Death had. blown 
E'en then his sickening breath on thee! 

1 little thought thy glance and tone 

Then spoke and beamed their last for me I 

My parting word unthinking fell — 

I dreamt not of a last farewell ! 

But the same Moon, whose crescent beam 
Beheld thee in accustomed bloom, 

"Was seen to pour her waning stream 
Of dewy radiance round thy tomb : 

loveliest and loved One, thou 
Hast found a darksome dwelling now ! 

1 went to where thy grave was scooped — 

There children, seeming half to grieve, 
Stood round, in gazing clustery grouped ; 

I saw it, and could scarce believe 
So dark and damp a cell could be 
For aught so light and gay as thee ! 

Yet so it was. I saw thee lowered. 

And heard upon thy coffin lid 
With heavy sound the dull earth showered, 

Till dust by dust was heaped and hid; 
And looks I marked whose anguish said 
Life's highest charm with thee was dead ! 

Then fled our frailest and our .last 
Illusion — that in which we think, 

"While ours the dust whence life has passed. 
There still is one unshivered link. 

That the grave broke; and aU ©f thee 

Hath faded to a memory ! 



"% 
> 



5t 









^ 
^ 

I 












© 



i99i 



■® 



« 



«!?- 



® 



© 



-® 



® 



®- 



& 



-© 



■© 



!«Ji 



43 

There was a time when "in thy mirth" 
Thou archly " bad'st me write on thee ; " 

And now, lost flower of fairest bitth, 
" I write — what thou shalt never see ! " 

Alas, how sad a song hath paid 

Eequest scarce thought, and lightly made ! 

But shall my song have mournful close ? 

! not for thee our tears should fall ; 
Thou art where Spring eternal blows — 

Thou art where God is all in aU ! 
TMne claim our grief; but, loved One ! thou 
Hast found a glorious dwelling now ! 
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[Homil-heugh is the name of one of the Cheviot Hills, in the vicinity 
of "Wooler. At the foot of this mountaiii was fought the celebrated 
battle in which Hotspur took Archibald, Earl of Uouglas, and many 
others of the Scottish nobility prisoners. The ultimate consequences 
of that conflict to the House of Percy, are familiar to every reader of 
English history and of Shakspeaie. The mountaiii is endeared to 
me by recollections of a thousand wanderings ibout it, in company 
with the subject of this lyric — John Smith,' of Humbleton — ^the 
most beloved, as he was the first, of my youthftil friends.] 




JHE wild tliyme still blossoms on green 
Homil-heugh, 
The daisy and crow-flower mingle there 
stiU; 
And the young, as in other years, climb it 
to view 

The wanderings bright of the Glen and the TUl. 
But where — where is He who delighted to view 
The charms of that valley from green Homil-heugh ? 

Memory ! I need not invoke thee to roll 

Away the dark mists of long years, and to bring 

The light of that time On my sorrowing' soul, 

"When together we roved in our Manhood's gay spring; 

Too often, for happiness, pass in review 

The days we have spent upon green Homil-heugh ! 
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How we talked ! as we loitered by dell or by shelf, 

Or sat on some moss-covered crag in the sun — § 

We spoke not of station, we spoke not of pelf. 
We talked but of Bards and the Glory they won : 

And bright were the hopes — ah, to both how untrue ! 

Our young bosoms cherished on green Homil-heugh. 

I who could have thought, that beheld the fair dawn — 

Beheld of his Mind the first splendour unfurled — 
That a dark cloud would o'er it so shortly be drawn, -.^ 

^ And its light be for ever eclipsed to the world ? ^ 

That the harp whose wild strains he so daringly threw 
So soon would ie silent on green HomU-heugh ? 

I 
But 'tis so with all bright things. The rose newly blown ^ 
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Soon withers ; the Sunbeam is quenched in the shower; pi 



The Rainbow just shines on the cloud, and is gone ; » 

The Lightning just flashes, and past is its power. gi 

And the soul of my first friend hath vanfshed like dew 

From the calm morning side of the green Homil-heugh ! 
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[I -waa poraonally acquainted with all the parties mentioned in this 
Tale. The heroine was a reaper with me in the fields of Eoddam. 
One word requires explanation. When a young man completes his 
apprenticeship, the merry-making with which he celebrates it is, 
in Northumberland, termed a Foy.] 




ES ! the red earth, the pebbles washed with rain, 
"Which marked the spot where Sorrow wept in 

vain, 
Are hidden now. The turf, once piled so high 
That recent death was obvious to the eye, 
So much hath sunk into the bordering green, 
You scarce can teU that here a grave has been. 
The stranger's foot might spurn it, nor could know 
The relics of a Sister sleep below ! 

See ! the bright butterfly, on gorgeous wing, 
Holds its gay revel 'mid the beams of Spring ; 
The wild bee, to his daily task addressed. 
From blade to floweret flits, and wUl not rest. 
And these are now the blithest sounds that come. 
That thoughtless flutter, and that busy hum — 
And these are now the blithest sights we see 
About the dwelling-place of Mary Lee ! 

Poor Mary Lee ! I knew her when the light 
Of sixteen summers in her eye laughfed bright ; 
And then, no fairer face than hers was seen, 
No lighter footstep on the village grqen. 
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«. Favourite of all, whate'er she did -was Best, 

4- Hers was the sweetest song, the merriest jest. % 

«*, "Whether they rescued, while the cold winds blow, 4 

^ (For such things are ! ) the turnip from the snow ; d 
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Or turned the hay-swathe ; or, in jovial band, 

^ Reaped the full harvest from the waving land ; ,jj 

**• The foremost still in labour, as in glee, '* 

The soul of all their mirth was Mary Lee ! '^ 

a. Soon as the hawthorn whitens into flower, ^ 

^ There wheels the blackbird, and there finds a bower ; > 

Soon as the girl to woman-beauty spririgs, ^ 

u There hovers Love, and there he rests his wings ! ^ 

^ And Mary's heart, with kindliest feelings fraught, "f 

* Was early sued for, and was early caught. ^ 

* Love made her not less happy, and it bore * 
«? JSo charm away by others prized before ; _^ 

Nay, she had sweetness which, before, amid ^ 
The foliage of wild recklessness was hid ; 
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But, at Love's touch, 'twas scattered round her now 

^ On all she spoke with — as that hawthorn bough, <§ 

^ Shook by the songster, sheds upon the gale 

* Its hoarded breath ia perfume o'er the vale ! -I 

fl, Apprenticed when a boy, the favoured Youth 

^ Who proffered love for love, and truth for truth, 

^ Had yet three years to serve, ere he with pride -» 

* Could make, in prudence, Mary Lee his bride. 
^ But these departed — ^need I tell you how ? % 

* Why, still the tale was told, and vowed the vow, % 
f^ Th' embrace repeated, and the long, long kiss ^. 

fl-a. Which made them friends when auffht had passed amisg. «& 

<*. The Moon had never, from her pathway blue, * 

* Smiled on a purer pair ! — But why pursue 
fy The common tale, or why their bliss proclaim, 

4) % Whose love is holy, and deserves the name ? <ij 

t «• 
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These years departed, and his Freedom Foy 

Bade the wide vale/partioipate his joy ; 

And all who saw but deemed it preludeigay 

To fairer pageant, and a happier day. 

When, from some cause or none — some trifle — grew 

A coldness 'twixt the lovers erst so true; 

And ere the flame which still possessed each heart 

Could bid the chill, surrounding damp depart. 

And seek again its fellow — light to light — 

Making the glow of passion doubly bright, 

Fate, like a cloud, its searchless volume bore 

Between them — and the meteors met no more ! 

With him a moment stays my artless tale : 

He left his Marj', left his native vale ; 

And joined bad men, from whom he learned to prove 

The wildering mazes of illicit love. 

He prospered like all others in that course — 

Had momentary joy, and long remorse,^ 

And wished at times to burst th' inglorious chain 

For Mary's smile and innocence again. 

Ah ! this was but a transitory gleam 

Where all was darkening ! — A delirious dream 

Of fancied wrong and fancied scorn from her 

Whom in his heart he could not but prefer. 

Inspired the thought that vengeance werp a draught 

Well worth the quaffing — and he madly quaffed ! 

A giddy girl, th' acquaintance of a night, 

Received the troth which Haste should never plight : 

But scarce the vow was said, the pageant o'er. 

When the spell broke, and he must dream no more ! 

He raised his mental eye, and far above 

The rock's high summit walked his early love, 

The old love-smile yet brightening o'er ter brow — 

Thence he had fall'n, and all was misery now ! 
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■8 (| Meanwhile, in various guise, the tidings passed, | 

^ For did they reach poor Mary's ear the last. * 

(* The common eye observed not that they brought 
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(* 'Twas a sweet night. The summer hi^eze, abroad, ^ 

S ^ Just waved the Old Oak's shadow on the road; 

)* Por the fair Moon in glory rolled above — ^ 
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An added pang to those his absence wrought ; 



>8> O ! 'twas a night for love, and hearts that love ! 

Poor Mary sat — her 'customed labours o'er- 



)e, "'How oft," she thought, "at such a time have I 

)g. Been blessed — beyond all bliss beneath the sky ! 



<a 



\g, ""■ ">*".'" ^""0 "" """UV. i.iU •^K7^^^il.y,^ VViV^UgliU, ^ 



* But they who viewed her nearer, saw with pain ^ 



The strife which Love and wounded Pride maintain. 
\» They marked the secret tear, the smothered moan, | 

* Th' unwonted musings which she held alone, — "3 

)«> The all, in brief, that strikes observant eyes, "8 

)8> When life's best charm with Hope, the Angel, flies 



>e> And eyed the moonshine stream athwart the floor ; 

^ >8) While Memory a heightening radiance; cast * 

^ >e) On the too brilliant picture of the past. 



S At such a time tlie tap that spoke him here, 

^ Has come like sweetest music to my ear ; ^ 

And I have turned, and seen his manly form ^ 



■a 

,^ Distinctly stand in moonshine or in storm ! " ^ 

* She raised her eyes, wet with the sick heart's dew — ^ 

'^ Her lover at the casement stood in viejv ! 

'3> 

3, With step delirious from her seat she sprung, 

^ And the next moment round his neck she clung, 

^ And " my love ! " the Maid began to say, 

g " How long from me hath been thy weary stay I 

(* The rest have had their lovers — I alone 

(* Had none to speak with at the fold or -loan. ^ 

J* ! I have watched for thee — along the path. 



(* Thy usual foot-way through the lonely strath, ^ 
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Till tree and bush, in twiliglit vapours seen, 
Have ta'en thy figure — 'e'en thy step and mien ! 
Nay, I have met thee, when it darker frowned, 
Thine arms extended as to clasp me round ; 
Twas but a phantom of the heated brain ! 
I shuddering turned, and, hurrying home again. 
There stretched me on my couch — not to sleep ! 
But till the stars grew dim, to wake and weep ; 
And then to dream of horrors — ^rivals gay 
And bridal splendours — till the blush of day ! 
For it was whispered to me — ^but I knejv 
The dreadful rumour never could be true — 
That thou wert now a guilty thing, and lost 
To every virtue once thy noble boast ; 

That thou hadst " " my Mary, n^pie it not ! 

Be what is said, and what is done, forgot. 
The world has other climes, where thou mayst be 
Blest in thy Charles, and I in Mary Lee." 
"There spoke my love, as he was wont to do 
Ere envious tongues described his heart; untrue ! 
The bells shaU ring, and bid the joyous- gale 
Waft the blithe tidings round and routfd the vale-" 
While I, in robes of shining whiteness dressed, 
An emblem of the bright love in my breast, 
Joining thy pi'oud step proudl}', by thy" side 
Shall move along, thy day-acknowledged bride ! 
How will they look to see it, they who spread 
The baseless falsehood that my Charles was wed ! 
But what of other climes, love ? Didst |;hou speak 
Of other climes, as things that we must.seek? 
Never, as yet, have opened to my view 
The secrets hid behind yon mountains blue ; 
But the most distant and most desert spot 
Shall be my choice, if there is cast thy lot ! 
One thing premised— oUr Village Church has heard 
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My parents' prayers and mine to heayen preferred ; 

Its spire's rough tones, to mountain and to^dell, 

Have rung their bridal peal, and funeral knell ; 2^ 

With dubious stigma, or with sure disgrace ! ^ 



His whole frame quivered like the aspen leaf. 
Abrupt he spoke : " The truth must be avowed, 



;g Then, though thy curse should blast m6 where I stand, 

1 Alt anothkh's — ^not in heart — but hand /" 



-& As the white rose-leaf that bestrews the gale ! 

-&>_ Her lover's cry of sudden horror brought 

® -© The startled inmates of the peaceful cot, 

-® Who found him bent above the seeming dead. 



tti 



|J But still my senses dream ! My love, ipy life. 

Asks not my company but as his — ^Wife ?" gilf 

@- te 

She raised her face, as if from his to s^ek 

Th' assurance which his lip forbore to speak ; 

But he had turned his head, and gazed on high 

@ Where thousand brilliants gemmed the azure sky, ^ 

And Mary felt that, agonised with grief, % J 



® _ „_ „ . ._ _. ..__ _.. 

'it Though Heaven's red ire should flash without a cloud I ** 

J He paused, as if to see the lightning glare, |f 

S But aU was calm, and still, and lambent there. 

■^ " 'Tis vain ! it flashed not o'er my impious vow — 

2 It slumbered then — and will not waken now. 



Not sooner, had the fate-winged lightning broke, 

Of whose quick agency he wildly spoke, 

Could the poor Maid have sunk before shim — pale 
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^ To which he mutely pointed them — and fled. 

^ . . ^^"^ 

^& The Youth is gone — but whither, none can say. <£j 

On sick-bed long the hapless Mar)' lay. 

Her health returned, such health as lent her frame 

A languid strength ; but never more there came 

To her that buoyancy of heart and soul, ®; 
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i At times would sing the soBgs ste loved erewhile ; 5" 

Pi But all was done, as if the mind no part m 

^ Took in the general business of the hear-t ! O 

She smiled, but none knew why ; she laughed aloud, q 

g |f But the loud laugh, mistimed, alarmed the crowd ; p, 

S And when she sung, however blithe the strain, ^ 

A sense of horror thrilled the listening train 1 q 



£ She stood, the victim of an inward strife 

,53, «j. Destructive of her reason or her life. i# 
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S & Weeks glided on. At length a billet — planned 1^ 

' By a sick heart, and in a trembling hanti — u 

"Was laid before her. Thus its tenor rah : u 



(!S( 



m 



if 



Those playful moods that wont to spurn control. 
True, she at times would laugh, at times would smile. 



" My Mary I I am now a dying man, 

Whom the green turf will wrap, before-this sheet, 



@ Mary perused it ; but no tear — no sigh— 



^ And breathing thus of seraph-charms, she cried 
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^ Charged with my love, thy virtuous eye can meet. 

te We meet no more on earth ; but — were it given 2 

To Guilt thus much to hope — we shi\ll ih heaven. 
fe The stroke which frees me from each mortal chain, 

Leaves thee to deem me all thine own again ; € 

Again thy mind may, blameless, think on me, 

Whose latest thought shall dwell on Mary Lee ! ' 

— A postscript, added by a stranger, told 

The writer's hand was stiff, his heart was cold. ® 

@ 
til, 
© 



® 



Eose from her breast, or trickled from her eye. S j© 

Astonished gazers saw her eye assume 
Celestial light, her cheek celestial bloom ; 



@ 

©■ 
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' I am happy now ! " and, smiling, died. ® 
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ih ! Mill the^ a iim^ €mt 




1824. 



3H ! will there a time come, when coldly above me 
The earth of the valley I tread shall he 
laid; 
When the tears of the few that now cling to 
and love me, 
Jnheeded shall fall — lite the dew in the shade ? 

'^When each charm, and each change, and each scene it 
delights me 
To note and remember, to me shall be o'er ; 
"When all that to song or to musing invites me, 
To musing or song shall invite me no more ? 

When rainbows o'er green, gleaming landscapes shall 
brighten, 
And melody warble from grove and from sky ; 
When tempests shall howl, or grim thunder-clouds 
lighten, 
K And my breast give no throb, and no sparkle my eye ? 

When Springs shall refreshen the hues of the mountain. 
And Summers begem with young blossoms the lea ; 

And Autumns with red leaves bestrew the chill fountain, 
And white winters dazzle — unwitnessed by me ? 

So be it ! if, borne on the bright stream of ages. 
The wreath I have gathered, its freshness retain,^ 

Nor sink, till the chaplets of bards and of sages 
Alike shall be lost in Eternity's main! 
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Stolid flanks. 




1824. 



HO hatli not felt, when rolls the passing- 

beU 
Along the burthened air its heavy knell. 
How wild the sounds. — for whomsoe'er 

it toU ? 
'' It seems as if the newly parted Soul 
Lingered a space, ere from the world she flew. 
And spoke in those deep tones her last adieu ! 
— Such were the sounds along the vale that sighed 
The cahn sweet eve when Edward Stanley died; 
And aged men who heard them on the breeze. 
Shook their gray heads, and said that sounds Hke these, 
So dull and heavj' — bore a presage drear 
Of other deaths and funeral-pageants near. 
'Twas a weak thought ; yet deep the death-bell sighed 
The calm sweet eve when Edward Stanley died ! 

Born in a cot, whose little casement tright. 
And blue smoke curling in the morning light 
Cheered with an air of life a mountain glen, 
But seldom trodden by the feet of men. 
Beneath a widowed Mother's partial View, 
Like some fair blossom Edward Stanley grew. 
Eew are the years, and soon they pass away, 
Allowed by poverty to thoughtless play ; 
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^ And forced for bread, wten scarcely mbre thaii child, ''^ 

* To follow flocks that bleat along the ^Id, J* 

* He never knew, to early hardship bred, j» 
4- The dreamy raptures of the sluggard's bed ; 

* But ever at the cock's first lamm shrill, 
^ Started from dreamless sleep, and climbed the hill, 

"^ <? — Perchance the wintry morn was cold and clear, 4j, 



^ 



■ft 



ft 



Green to the grove, and purple to the fell. 



The blue eternal of the vaulted sky. 



^ And stars burnt faintly as the day drew near, 

And his eye caught and gazed upon that one % J 

J[- Which lovelier seemed to him than aU that shone, ^ 

^ Because the Hymn his mother taught to Say, * 

4 ^ Coihpared his Saviour to the Star of day ! _^ 

^ — Perchance a frost-mist, thick and heavy, wove ^ 

Its mimic verdure over lawn and grove, J 



* Ere he attain the mountain's sun-gilt head 

Thence looking round, his wonder into speech -f J 

<§ #. Breaks forth — though other ears it canaot reach j 

Por all below in vapour white is hid, 41^ 



^ And he a steep and darksome way must tread ^ 



And his own mountain — like an isle amid 

The ocean — only bears its top sublime 

Above the calm and boundless sea of nme, 
'^ O'er which the sun, in lonely grandeur rolled, 

J Pours his first hues of crimson and of gold ! 

^ — Perchance delicious Summer, calling out 

^ AU sights of beauty, breathed her airs about, J 

* Gave a flushed whiteness to the daisied deU, * 

■% 
<6 



* Then, on the heights 'mid fragrant heath reoHned, 

fe AU he beheld was nutriment for mind— * 

ih The earth's fair face heloW, and, spread on high. 






^ "Which seemed as wove by Love's own hand, to span ^ 

^ The bright and beauteous world of favoured man — 

4i 4: 
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The clouds, like ships which wafting winds convey, 

For ever sailing on — away — away — 

Each was a source of thought and inward joy 

To that meek, lonely, meditative Boy, 

Of thought so holy, and of joy so deep, 

The young enthusiast must pray or weep ! 

So passed his year. But when from distant deUs 

Floated the morning chimes of Sahhath hells— 

"When calm was all the air, when in the cloud, 

The lark's strain softened into notes less loud, 

And e'en the mountain rivulet seemed to gush 

"With murmur chastened to the sacred hush — 

Toung Edward, in his Sunday garments clad. 

Marched hy his Mother's side sedately glad ; 

leaped with a bound the churchyard stile, but trod 

With reverential step the holy sod — 

Viewed with a sigh of mingled grief -and awe 

Memorials of a sire he never saw — 

The plain, white, lettered stone, and half-sunk heap, 

At which the lonely widow paused to weep. 

In church, where gothio arch, and sculptured wall, 

And sunbeams richer from their broken fall, 

To Edward's unsophisticated youth' 

Increased the force of each familar truth, 

On him who spoke he gazed with thoughtful eye. 

The holy man commissioned of the sky, 

And said with rising heart — " what can be 

So happy as the lot assigned to thee'! " 

Nor vanished then the thought, but served for talk 

With his loved Mother on their homeward walk. 







The following eve, his parent's board beside. 
He sipped the juice by China's herb supplied — 
A prized indulgence ! Of the beverage mUd 
He drained his little cup, and archly smiled, 
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^ * ! who can tell — save they whose youth has home — t* 

» The ills a peasant boy must bear and scorn, 

8> Ere he can conquer circumstance, and jeach 
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e> Shaking the settled leaves, — " Oh, you shall be 
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To-day the ancient gipsey-wife to me, ^ 

s> And read my fortune, mother! " He took up, ^ * 

And gave into her hand the thrice-twirled cup 
But eager into destiny to look. 

The listener's passive part he soon forsook, ]^ 

Joined in the scrutiny, and first, elate, ^ *> 






Became the gay interpreter of fate — ^ 
" 'Tis there, 'tis there ! I see — I see it all; 

The front, fair- windowed, of a parson's hall; ^ e> 
The church behind ; the fresh green gjebe before ; 

I The pony pasturing by the coach-house door ! '¥. 

And see, a table spread ; and see, a pair 

At dinner or at tea are seated there — ^ ^«8> 

'Tis you and I, my mother ! I'll make '«< «, 

Tour heart so happy that it ne'er shall ache ! " •^ ^ 
9> Slight means will stem a rivulet near the source, 
B> And give a new direction to its course ; ' <»; 

B> From superstitious sign, but half believed, <s< 

» Thus Edward's future life its bent received — <^ 

8> A scholar's praise, a pastor's reverenced name, <8< 

s> Thenceforth the objects of his heart became. 



6> Proprieties of style and charms of speech ! ^ * 

The child of rank patrician, learns by ear ^ r* 

» A language elegant, correct, and clear ; t.j! (* 

gi Books, when his subsequent regard they claim, ^ ^ 

Speak in a tongue familiar and the same ; ^ 

And rules of writing but their sanction add 

I To perfect modes of speech — ^he knows no bad. ^ 

But when to him of rustic parents bred, '^ 

^ The young aspirant of the straw-roofed shed, ** 
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Whose dialect the store of words unf{)lds '^ 

The poor man's poor vocabulary holds — 

To such -when Learaing deigns to spBead her page, 

She speaks the language of the world's first age ; 

Her words are strange, her illustrations dim, 

Her definitions — undefined to him ! 

Through dictionaries huge, and grammars dry, 

He poi'es with aching brain, and weary eye, J 

And heart that would despair — did not the Power 

That aninlates ua on from hour to hour, ^ 

Point with fair finger to the severing cloud — 

The dawn's mild azure — and the risiflg proud ^ 

Of bright Success ! ^ 



»I 



Young Edward soon had caught ps 

Whate'cr the skill of village masters taught. 
Voiced as a prodigy by rural fame, ^ 

A neighbouring Squire with wonder heard his name, 
Found him a brilliant proof, that rank and birth 
Engross not all the intellect of earth. 
And gained the praise the Great too seldom claim, 
Of aiding Genius on his road to fame. 
On Edward's heart his patron's bounty fell 
Like showers of summer on the long-parched dell — 
Freshening the green com, till it waves to hope 5i' 

The glittering promise of a splendid crop ! 5i! 

The confidence which Genius gives, had said — % 

" Press on — thou hast no foe, save Want, to dread !" 1 

That foe was vanquished — Glory's path was clear — 
And Edward entered on his bright career. 

With speed proportioned to his ardent wiU, 
He rose on Learning's far-retiring hilj. 
Till purer air he breathed, and saw where, foiled. 
His duller seniors far beneath him toiled. 
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But without toil were his attainments made ? ''^ 

^0 — rising suns his studious hours surveyed ; 



i- And stars ascended o'er the eastern hill, 

. , «■ 

Rolled half their course, and found him sleepless still ! & 

„ *^ 

& To mends, who trembled at the zeal which shed •®- 

® Along his cheek a high consumptive red, 

" The wheel must turn and turn, till life be o'er !"* 

He mildly said, and studied as before. q- 

E'en his amusements, snatched at morning's rise 

Or evening's fall, were studies in disguisfe. 

Then did his mind the many charms engage, '2 S 

That glow in Milton's or in Shakspeare'sipage, .^ ^Q 

Pope's polished couplets, touched and touched again, * ® 

§ Or Dryden's freer and far manlier strain. '* 

® To these, the master-minds of British song, 

His breast responded with pulsations strong ; 
And rumour said that, kindled at their fire, 

* He waked at tira^es an emulative lyre. 

But this was mere conjecture ; or, if true. 

He left no relies of the strains it threw. 

'Twas drawn from words which, when on death-bed laid, ^ 

To one poor listener Edward feebly said : ^ 



-ig) " Mother ! I feel Death's hand is on me now, 

® And I shall soon he dust — and childless thou ! 



Thy pride in me, thy hopes, and — wildef still- 
My own wild wishes scarcely time could fill, 



2 All crushed and blighted now ! weep not so ! — 



^ I think not thus. Eor, ever to my sight 



* An expression of the poet Leyden when remonstrated with 
for OTCr-stuflying. 
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This world, they teU ns, is a world of woe ; ■^ 



e> 
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Its flowers were lovely, and its skies were bright ; '* 

And I had feelings, whence I know not pven. 
Which I for years would keep — nor long for Heaven ! 
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f Nay, deem me not profane ; Heaven majr be fair, ^ m 

J, But Earth has triumphs which I burned to share ! 1 ^ 



© 



" Mother ! when comes (but do not — do not weep !) 
The hour that lays me where my fathers sleep, 
1^ I would not wish above my mouldering dust 

'* 1^ The cumbrous marble placed, or breathing bust — 

3 iR (0 ! on such trophies, by the dead unfelt, 

(?i My waking dreams have fondly, vainly dwelt !) § ^ 

m Amid the rural churcliyard's peaceful green, @ 

p)> Where sunbeams fall, and early flowers are seen, @ % 

k Where the sweet redbreast, from adjoining yew, t) 

« Pours the soft song to spot so holy due, g m 

p. - "■ 

© 



May my last slumber be ! and o'er my grave, 

Its only honours, wilding blossoms wave — 

There Spring's fair hand the primrose-knot bestow, 
* And Summer there the hardier daisy throw ; ®"'~ 

And long may these, by blighting storms unscathed, 
^ Before the sun expand — in dews of morning bathed !" 

I 

He died — and so his humble grave they placed, 

And such the flowers with which its turf is graced 

Nor could Affection choose a fitter wreath 

To honour him who calmly sleeps beneath. 
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Si| *till, mi mm itaiit. 



1825. 



[On seeing a rural dance at Gargrave -feaat.] 




E atill, my wild heart ! in 13iat throb there 

was sin, 

For each throb of thiae is another's by vow; 

And the maid 'twas my fortune to woo and 

to win, 

Was fair as the fairest I look upon now. 



As light was her step, and as winningly shy 
Her glances, as any commanding applause ; 

And if a slight change hath come over her— why 
Should he love her less who himself is the cause ? 

All the rapture of hope — all the pain of suspense — 
All the charm of pursuit have been. k:p.own to my soul ; 

And — crowned — shall I view with an envious sense 
The pleasures of those that yet strive for the goal ? 

No! 'twas but my heart that, oblivious Awhile, 
L(!aped back to a time when its pulses were free ; 

But — -awakened — its beatings are true, to the smile 
Of ITer whose warm heart is devoted to me ! 



S<.SF^ 



M 



a 



ss 



>g 



sa 






*! 









■81 

-9= 
-» 
-» 
-8= 
•» 
* 
* 

* 
■8> 



*l 



* 

'kS- 

ttt- 
* 

* 
* 

■8- 
■8- 
* 
=8- 

* 

■8- 
* 
* 

<8- 
<8- 

«- 
«■ 
«- 
•8- 
* 
«- 
■8- 
*■ 
* 
■8- 

* 

* 

*!» 

* -9= 



* » 
* 
«- 

* 9= 

* 9> 
«• 
*- 



«- 
«- 
<S- 
«- 

* 

«- 
«• 
«- 

* 

* 

* 



62 



^Mt tmn tki that Jatn-diio^. 



1825. 



[The " spoiler" in the last stanza was my eldest daughter — then a child 
ofa year old.] 




I ^AKE from thee that raiii-dro|) — as pure as dew, 
And open, sweet riolet, thy foldings blue ! 
?or the soft shower is over, the sun from the 
edge 
the cloud hath streamed out on the young-leaved 
hedge ; 
The song of the blackbird is sweet in the larch ; 
The sky-lark sings on the rainbow's arch; 
The breeze is as gentle as breeze may be, 
It would sport with, but never would injure thee ! 

With her varied dress and her soothing hum, 
To thee from afar hath the wild bee come ; 
She hath bent thy stalk — she hath dashed the rain 
From thy head — and thy leaves expand again ; 
And the blended perfumes which, all* around. 
Arise from the herbs of the moistened 'ground, 
Prom sweet-brier bush, and from hawthorn-tree. 
Are forgot in the fragrance exhaled from thee ! 
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<H ^^ The bee hath departed to other bowers, 

To hum and to banquet on other flo'wers. 
^ But a surer spoiler now is nigh, 

* With a rose-bright cheek, and a star-bright eye, « 

s> With hair like the sunbeams, and lips^but I pause, 4* 

^ For a father's pencil the portrait draws ; 

Enough, that no loyelier hand can be. 



^^ Than the dear little hand that now seizes Ihee! 

4b ^ 
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[The M»t — for it is no more-^f this tale may lie found in Wtitaker's 
" History of Craven." It is to the effect that-a young man, residing 
in the Tillage of Hartlington, was roused froft sleep one night, hy a 
voice that cried, " Else, and save life !" He ran to where the voice 
seemed to come from, and had the pleasure. of saving the honour 
and perhaps the life of a lady, who, tradition says, was one of the 
Clifford family, I have altered the name of the hero from Fitz- 
Hai'cla, in deference to the wish of my iriend, James Henry Dixon, 
Esq., author of several heautiful songs, and editor of "Ancient 
Poems, Ballads, and Songsof the Peasantry of England," agentleman 
whose taste in all literary matters is not to be neglected with safety. 




HEEE was a time when Craven saw, 
From fair St. Ives* to Outershaw, 
One forest stretcli o'er hill and vale. 
Unlimited by fence or pale, 
Where free by dell and greenwood glade, 
The deer of stont De Clifford strayed. 

From peasant's bolt or outlaw' si spear, 

That lord to save his forest deer, 

Had many a ranger tried and bold 

In Lodges scattered o'er the wojd. 

Of these blithe guardians of the game 
Lived one — Fitz-Hartil was his name. 
The Wharf in fury and in foam, 
Impetuous, passed his sylvan home. 
For length of wind, and length of limb, 

* The beautiful seat of W. B. Ferrand, Esq. 
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No ranger trod the wild like him, 

No boar so fierce in Barden dell. 

But lie with hunting spear could quell ; 

* There lived not man beneath the sun 
^ Whom he, in deadly strife, would shun. 

6= On to the distant mark in view 

ft) 

'^ His cross-bow's bolt unerring flew ; 

'i' His arrow, fledged with gray goose wing, 

* The eagle from the cloud could bring, 
6= Or, at a hundred paces' stand, 

* Divide the hazel's slender wand. 
3> In brief, 'twas said the feats so long 

* Preserved in Sherwood's tale and song, 
ft) And long unrivalled, shrunk at length 
% Before Ktz-Hartil's skill and strength. 

The sun was set. The tints of eve 
The western sky began to leave. 
Like thread of silver, faint and far, 
The new Moon hung beside her star. 
Of hawthorn-blossoms, bursting round. 
Of wild flowers, viewless on the ground, 
^ The soft gale breathed. Fitz-![[artil stood 

Delighted 'mid the fre.sh green wood. 
He stood— no maiden had a part 
In the young Eanger's simple heart ; 
The evening star 'twas his to spy 
"Without a dream of Beauty's eye ; 
ik The flowers might blossom — scent jior streak 

8> Told him of Beauty's breath or cheek ; 

e> And yet that night, in loitering mood, 

» Amid the grove Ktz-Hartil stood'! 
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A deeper and a deeper shade 
5 Fell round him. "Wondering why he stayed, 
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K He called his dog, and hastened on ; 

But not ten paces had he gone, ^ 

When a tall rock, abrupt and gray, i^^ 

Arose and barred his farther way. Jj 

W The Eanger paused — no spot of ground ^ 

^ To him -was strange for leagues around, 

s And well he weened no day had e'er 

^ S Looked on the rock ascending there ; S 

Yet there it was ; immense — and dim — 
And thrown betwixt his path and him ! 

^ While yet he wondered, from the rock ^ 

& Sounds of the dance and music brake, 

jP Music so soft, so sweet as ne'er 

Before had charmed Pitz-Hartil's fear! 

And then, too, with the mirthful din. 
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^, |5 A beam of light — shot from within- 



Showed to the Eanger, half-entranced. 
The elfin forms of those that danced ! 
-The Youth to many a fairy tale 



Wide — lofty — long — the cavern seemed. 
But there no lamp nor taper gleamed ; 
Along the sides, and overhead, 
BriUiants, as thick as dew-drops, shed 
(^ A rich and tender light, as though 

Ten thousand glowworms lent their glow ! 
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Sj ^ A beam of li^ht — shot from within — a. 



^ 



Had listened in his native dale ^ 

^ With doubt, if not with scorn ; but here 

Pitz-Hartil saw, and saw with fear ; 

For the 'good neighbours,' well he knew. 

Though often kind, malignant too, 

He crossed himself, and tried to say 

An Ave Mary as he may ; 
J Then peeped, 'twixt joy and fear,,to see 

The fairies at their revelry. 
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Fitz-Hartil gazed, admiring, till 
He saw set forth by fairy skill 
What served for table, raised be,tween 
The rows, and aU of turf so green ; 
Which soon was decked by nimble hands 
"With cups — like shells from Ocean's saads ; 
When now one rose, and wildly rung 
The echoing caTem as she sung : 

We have been at the sea, where the billows foamed free, 

To gather the pearls for our hall ; 
Their iove-lighted lamps, from hawthorns and swamps. 

The glowworms have brought at our call. 
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2 In that undazzling light serene J 

Were tiny knights and ladies seen, ®; 

Arrayed in garb of forest green, ®; 

Who, fast as gnats in sunshine glance, ®; 

Blended the ever-varyiag dance ! ^ 

® <g>- 

As gazed Fitz-HartU curiously 'J 

The minstrels ceased their minstrelsy. J 

The dancers at the sign divide. 

Disposed in ranks on every side, 

Leaving all clear the space between — 

And the young Ranger's eye hath seen 

A pair upon a natural dais 

Of turf and flowers assume their place ; ^|^ 

The one a knight, with gems and gold 

Glittering upon his mantle's fold, <©- © 

And one a lady young and fair, 

With what seemed jewels in her hair, '^ 

And o'er whose shoulders, freshly wreathed. 

Garlands of wild-flowers bloomed and breathed ! ^ 
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Whose dairy unsealed the lutter shall yield 



@ 






a 







;s> 



The hutter must be to please our Ladye 



s *^' In the eve of her bridal day ! 



o Shall turn to curses on thy head ] 



^ ® Forward the bold Fitz-Hartil went, 

Much maxvelling no impediment. 
Of rock opposed his step. He took 
The proffered cup, though tromour shook 



^ © . ''i 

@ te The bee we have spoiled — ^her stinging we foiled — 

|j Of the very best hoard to-day ; J| 

f; And the milk from the dam that she meant for the lamb, g 

f!" "We have drained and brought it away* g 

(fi (?) 



But noble and great, with honours and state, 
I'p .^ That man shall suddenly be, ^ 



(5 * That pleases our fair Ladye. 

j^g And yellow as gold, or the king-cup's fold, | 

^ I; And sweet as the dews of May, | 
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J'^" " To BtjRNSALL 60 ! " Fitz-Hartil Cried, 

^ " And from my Daikt be supplied !" 

'; He spoke forgetful, and a space 

■; His heart beat quick, when all the place 

>' Echoed as from a thousand lips— ^ ^ 

" Thanks, mortal, thanks ! In dark eclipse f 

$) 'No more shall rest thy merit ! Be f 

'(p. , ® 

A son of immortality ! ^ 

p Eich in thy Ufa, and in thy death 

* Encircled with Affection's breath, '" 

And borne to distant times along fei 

By warm tradition, and by song ! 



— Mortal, approach, and let this Joken 

Confirm the promise we have spoken ; S 

"Withdraw, and all that we have said 
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His outstretched hand and pallid lip — 
St. Mary ! will Fitz-Hartil sip ? 
He sipped, rash youth 1 and saw no more, 
But sank upon the cavern floor. 

Morn with her warm and rosy beam 

Awakened him as from a dream. | 

The birds sang sweet, the fresbemng breeze ^ 

Opened the flowers and stirred the trees. 
Amazed he rose. The rock immense, 
The cavern's wild magnificence. 
Were vanished all ; and sunbeams played 
Upon a vacant forest glade ! ^ 

He called his dog — ^it came not nigh ; 
He wound his horn with summons high ; 
Then, thoughtful, through the lonely strath 
He slowly traced his homeward path. 

His simple mind bewildered all, | 

He strove the vision to recall : 
I ^ The rock — the cave — the light — the song — 

The charmed cup — the fairy throng 
Came o'er his mind in rich confusion ; 
It could not be ! — 'twas all delusion ! 
Some fairy tale, in memory kept. 
Had formed the picture while he slept. 
He came to this conclusion wise 
Just as his cottage met his eye& — • 
Its woodbined casement glancing bright, 
Its azure smoke ascending light, 
Its opening door from which a train 
Of dogs their welcome barked amain. 
All blithe — save one, whose drooping plight 
Betrayed the recreant of the night. 
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* Long since Fitz-Hartil's sire had been J 

* Interred in Burnsall's cliurcliyard green. J 

* His mother, Mistress of the dome, ^ 

* Industrious, ruled the Sanger's home; *; 

* And much alarm the good old dame * 
■» Had suffered till Fitz-HartU caitte. * 



And hungry as a greyhound wobe. 
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*M> Yet her inquiries led him not * 

^ To mention of the fairy grot — ■ * 

He told of being, and he smiled,- <8- 

^ O'erta'en by sleep in forest wild ; «■ 

And how he slept till morning broke, «■ 



* 



ft The matron then produced her cheer — J 



ft 
ft 
* 
ft 
ft 
ft 
ft 
ft 
* 
ft 
ft 



* ft A pasty, like a peel,* of deer ; 

ft Of rich and unskimmed nulk a bowl ; S 

^ ft 2. 

* ft A mighty cheese supports the whole. * 

«- flj " Butter, and then," — the Eanger cried, * 

tt "Butter— St. Mark!" the dame replied, * 



4, " The pantry, though so stored last night, * 

«- ^ Of butter now is empty quite ! «*■ * 

* Thieves! thieves!" — then dread denouncings ran,. * ;| 

CO- * And hearty was the housewife's ban. * ;? 

J * — Much mused Fitz-Hartil now, yet nought * * 

|l| ^ Allowed to 'scape of what he thought. * * 

^ * 'Twas plain his 'venture, though it seem * -ft 

* ;5 So wild, had been no idle dream ; * 
«: * He had beheld the fairy throng, Z 

* * Tasted their cheer, and heard their song ! * 

*; * Where might it end ? — Hopes new and bright S » 

ft 
ft 
ft 
ft 



«; ft Danced in the Sanger's mental sight. * 



c«- 



«- ft * 



w ft <ti- 

* ft When spring's green buds. to leaves liad grown, * ? 

^ And wild-brier roses all were blown, 

ft. * 

* * Peel— a small castle, ** 
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'Tis lovely ! for tte -wood 



* More delicately bright or obscure ! 



4E. On couch of heath, with thoughtful mind, 

4^, One night Eitz-Hartil lay reclined. 

* The moon looked in with calmest ibeam ; * 

^ And, but for "Wharf's resounding stream, "* 



■# 



■* * Upon the muser's ear arose 

No sound to break the still repose. 4^ 



-*• — At once was dimmed the mooshine's fall, 4* 



<i> 



* At once a voice was heard to call : 

" Fitz-Hartil rise, and come away ! # 

*■ The cause forbids a moment's stay — 

A precious life's in jeopardy — J 

4b TJp, up at once, and follow me ! " 

-ft> Upsprung the youth. With hurraed hand 

4i, He seized, and buckled on his brand. 
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4t, His quiver fixed, and round him threw 'f 

^ * His mighty bow of trusty yew, — J 

^ ^ Then followed, with his swiftest stride, | 

^ ^ The flying footsteps of his guide, * 

J Who, as they crossed the dewy plain, 

■J Sung, sweetly wild, the sequent strain : "^> 

■ft- # 

* 'Tis lovely ! for on high 
A thin mist veils the sky. 

And gives richnesss to the mild yellow moon ; ■# 

And the gentle light of day 

* Seems scarcely gone away, 
4i> But mingles with the summer night's noon ! 
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fe Throws its shadows on the flood, | 

And the flood lies so calm and so pure — "* 



% In its depth it seems to show ^ 

t? Tet a sweeter world below, « 
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Away — away — away ! 

There is night and there is day, 
And villains veil their crimes from the one; 

But guilt that shuns the light, 

"Will do its deed by night — 
Away, happy youth, hasten on ! 

Such was the strain his leader sung, 
Fitz-Hartil know the fairy's tongiie. 

They paused where trees a shadow made ; 

A shriek was heard from neighbouring shade ; 

And soon the Ranger's eye could mark, 

Beneath a pine-tree broad and dark, 

A lady struggling in the gripe 

Of ruffians — " Mortal ! fate is ripe," 

Exclaimed the fairy. " Bend thy bow, 

And lay the shameless villains low ; 

And if no meed thy effort crown, . 

'Twill be because thou art a — clown. 

This chance thy kindness gains from me ; 

Farewell — the rest depends on thee." 

His trusty bow Fitz-Hartil drew", 

The whizzing dart unwavering flew ; 

One ruffian fell, the other fled — 

But one more arrow, vengeful, sped ! 

A stifled groan, a shiver more. 

And life and agony are o'er ! 

Fitz-Hartil ran and raised the maid 
Extended in the pine-tree's shade. 
He waked her from a death-like swoon, 
Then stood astonished — for the Moon 
Showed him, with life's returning glow. 
The eye of light, the neck of snow. 
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Grlad was, I ween, the lady fair 
'J'o waken in the Ranger's care. 
"With voice more mellow than the tone 
Of redbreast in the woods alone. 
She thanked him for her life, or yet 
More dear, her honour ; spoke of debt 
Immense, which far as favours may. 
Her sire would, she was sure, tepay. 
Ktz-Hartil said what any one 
So placed, bo feeling, might hav:e done. 
But with a grace unknown to all 
Save those who move in courtly tall — 
Such is th' effect of fairy charm ! 
The lady took his proffered arm, 
And as they traced the moonlight wold, 
Her 'venture to her saviour told. 






* The lovely brow, the sunn)- hair 

;; Of bold Do Clifford's daughter fair! 

■;" — Oft had he seen her with his lord, 

By thronging knights almost adored, 
j* On palfrey light with silver bells 

Urge the gay chase in Craven's "dells; '^ 

Himself the while, amid such stir, 

Not all unmarked of them and her. 

His archer skill, his bearing bold. 

By aU that saw them were extolled ; 

And she has said he walked the earth 

With the free step of lo% birth. 
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" The wretch your timely arrow- sent 

Unshrived, alas ! to punishment, ci 

Of high and noble lineage came, 

And bore, himself, a noble name. 2 

But what is name, or fame — if vice 

Deprives the jewel of its price ? ^ 
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This worthless heart to win he strove, 
And felt, or feigned, the warmth, of love. 
Fitz-Hartil, hear my soul avow 
I hated Mm I pity now ! 
Piqued by my scorn, this evening he 
Stole on my walk's green privacy, 
Seized both my hands with sudden clasp — 
Stifled my shriek with rudest grasp — 
A.nd bore me through the forest shades ; 
That other vsrretch — his menial — aids. 
Some angel sent thee, sure, in time 
To mar the meditated crime !" 

Such was her tale. Eomances light 

Have made to us the story trite ; 

But to Fitz-Hartil it was new, 

And strange, and villanous, and true — 

And as he walked, emotions high 

Now flushed his brow, now dewed his eye ! 

'Tis whispered, too — though scarce I dare 

My credit in the tale declare — 

That while they towards his cottage stepped. 

And while by turns he chafed and wept, 

The lady, by his feeling swayed. 

The secret of her soul betrayed. 

It might be so. In days of old 

The language of the heart was told. 

I only know, a modem dame 

Would pause — before she did the same. 

I may not linger in my lay 
To track them as they wend their'way. 
'Twere meeter here to tell of all 
That happed in Skipton's castle-haU. 
Where mourned with lamentation wild 
Be Cliiford for his vanished child ; 
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Ho-w horsemen thence were hurried forth 
To east, to west, to south, to north, 
And all returning as they went ® 

Increased the clamour and lameilt. ® 

'Twere better still, had I the power. 
To paint the joy at matin hour, 
When, leaning on Fitz-Hartil's arm, 
Eeturned the maid devoid of harm ; 
"When bold De Clifford heard her tell 
The 'ventiu'e o'er as it befell — 
Heaid her most eloquent justice do 
To the young Ranger's courage true — 
And vowed, by every saint above. 
To guerdon well the deed of love. 'g 

.&) 

Fitz-Hartil's to the greenwood gone ^ 

To sigh by cliff and stream alone, « 

The lady, in her father's bower, 

Sighs, too, or weeps away the hour. 

Her cheek is pale ; her eyes of blu'e 

Have lost the glance they lately threw ; 

Her harp is seldom touched ; her lute 

Is now at eve in turret mute. 

De Clifford sees a shadow dim 

The fairest light that shines for him ! 

— The young were summoned to his hall, 

Tried were the banquet and the ball ; 

But nought, beyond the moment, e'er 

Her heart's despondence seemed to cheer. ^ 

At length the truth, by all discerned & 

Or guessed, the startled father learned — 

"Blows the wind thence?" De Clifford cried, 

"My daughter be my Eanger's bride ? 

"Where then were that pure blood: sent down 

From many a Chief of high renown ? 

Sullied by that of peasants ? — No! 
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But gaining thence a healthier Aoy. 
CoTTBAeE and Wokth th' ennohlers are, 
Not the vain rihbon, string, or stax, 
Tor once at least, though sneer the proud, 
A Peasant's worth shall he allowed; 
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J' For once shall Rank his hosts remove, 

I' And leave the field to conquering Love ! " 

SliE Brightly the summer sunbeams fell 

€ On Skipton's tower and fair chapeUe 

£ When, blushing, to the altar's side, 

Fitz-Hartil led his lovely bride. 'i 

& — All o'er the path they walked upon 'si 

Were fresh and dewy flowers bestrown ; tS 

But, to the wonder of the train. 

The hands that strewed unseen remain ; 

Though stiU, as on the Bridal passed, %i 

Fresh blooms descended thick and fast ! 

None but Pitz-Hartil knew what fair 

And friendly hands were busy ther'e — 

A happy omen thence he drew. 

Which many a brilliant year proved true. 



m 



-Jii't'i'^i ^ ?' i f® ^'^ fe® g.6) g, a g;.e ^ a Ca f. a (S »>. . - r :. .■,,„: ..-. ,,- ,:,,,-;,;;.: ...cr^jfi,' 

fflBBMaMMMia^iiMiMaiaajaiifcafla—ah^.^— _— „^,.- ^ — ,- , iiiiiiTi ii;igii«ii.iiTl £- 



.^ 



1 



ta^W'fWi^ sS^?(^is^^?i'^is^'is.?(''s^'^isM^»M^^:?(^fiS^mi'i^Xi^iM'^sijif!^' 



77 




lllaitft, <^^%» ^ow jair. 




)K 



1826. 



AEK, Ellen, how fair on the wild-brier bush 

The last single blossom appears ! 
A rose of September, that ventures to blush 

Where nothing defends it or cheers. 
Though the sun be o'erclouded, the breezes 
be chill. 
And though bitter showers o'er it have passed, 
'ound the green boughs that bear it — defying each iU — 
Its babn and its beauty are cast ! 

And seems it not, Ellen, as lonely it blooms, 

Like the last of our fair summer friends, 
Who clings to us still, though the atmosphere glooms. 

And the tempest in fury descends ? 
Yet it cannot, my love, be an emblem of thee : 

When my youth and my fortune are- past, 
Thi/ love shall suivive, and o'er life's withered tree 

Its babn and its beauty be cast ! 
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1826. 



My first dream of King Alfred and of Guthrum. 




NG within the Danish camp 
Had the sound of wassail rung ; 
In the King's pavilion long 

Had the Danish minstrels sung , 
^When a Saxon bard there came 
-With a harp of simplest frame, 
But the notes were notes of flame 
Which it flung ! 



I may not give his lay — 

It hath sufifercd wrong from time, 
And its spirit Ul would brook 

The gyves of modern rhyme. 
To old Denmark's name it rose, 
In her glory rung its close. 
And the cheers of England's foes 
Drowned the chime. 

But beneath the seeming praise 

There lay irony and scorn. 
Which the Jealous bards have caught, 
And have round in whispers borne. 
The King and nobles laughed 
At the hints they gave, and quaffed 
But a deeper, merrier draught 
Till the morn. 
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J The morn had scarcely hroke 

On the land and on the waye, ^ 

When around the Danish canlp 
* Thronged the flower of England' s brave — 



Still beamed the morning star 

From, its misty heights afar, ■«• 

#• JO ^ 

4i- When the Danes awoke to war, ■* 

^ And the grave ! 

■ft. 

(I, That minstrel led the fight ! ' •# S 

(t. He was England's martial lord, ,§. 

* The glorious Alfeed famed 

For the lyre as for the swo*rd. * 

Joy, joy to tower and town ! '^ 

■* Joy, joy to dale and down ! * 

Our Monarch to his crown 
*> Is restored ! 
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[I was musing on Northumberland, and humming the air of Macneil's 
song of " The Vay for to Woo," when the last half stanza of the 
following lyric eame spontaneously, as it were, and adapted itself to 
the music. I thought it good enough to deserve an introduction, 
which is correct in feeling, though not entirely so in fact.] 
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GANG frae thee, gang frae thee sadly, 

Dear land -where a baimie I played ; 
I gang frae thee, gang frae thee sadly, 

Dearland where m^ manhood has strayed. 
And here in a last Ictok — if tears will but 
let me — 

I'll bear wi' me far a Strang picture o' thee ; 
And go where I may, I will never forget thee. 
The bonniest lands 'ill kythe barren to me. 

Through vales where ray fate hifls me wander. 

The streams may flow on wi' mair pride, 
But nae charm will they hae, when I ponder, 
The charms o' my ain Beaumont-Side. 
When waye their green woods in the dews o' the morning, 
I'll think o' the lang broom that yellows yon glen ; 
"WTien they talk o' their high hills and brag o' them scorning, 
I'll think o' the Cheviots, and scorn them again. 

My heart has been lang cauld to beauty — 

My first, only love lies in clay ! 
And I canna allow it a duty. 

My breast that another should sway. 
And yet, did I wander the wide warl' ever, 

I should ne'er meet wi' forms nor wi' faces to peer 
The clean cottage maids that ted hay by yon river, 

Or lighten the hairst-fiold wi' laugh and wi' jeer. 
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Fareweel to thee, land o' my childhood ! 

When far frae thy beauties I dee, 
My last wish, dear land o' my childhood, 
ShaU rise for a blessing on thee — 
"Healthy," I'll cry, " gush thy streams frae their fountaiDS, 

Birds in thy broomy glens sing the lang day. 
Lambs bleat alang the green sides o' thy mountains. 
And lasses bleach claes bv ilfc bonnie bum-brae !" 



--^^^^^- 



l^aumont ^Me. 



1826. 



[On Lauton HiU, as ou Howsden, I kept steep wheii a boy. 
overlooks the Beaumont.] 



It, too, 




BEAUMONT SIDE !— The banks of Aire 

Before that flash of memory fade ; 
And Lanton Hills are towering there, 

"With Newton's vale beneath them laid. 
There wave the very rock-sprung trees 
My curious youth with wonder eyed, 
And here the long broom scents the breeze^ 
The yellow broom of Beaumont Side ! 

On these hill-tops, at break of day, 
My feet have brushed the pearly dew. 

And I have marked the dawn-star'« ray 
Lost in the orient's kindling blue ; 
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Then turned to see each neighbouririg height 



Por then, as yet untaught to scoff 
At all my simple sires beli^Ted, 
I had not joined the Scomer's laugh, 
^^ Nor night instead of day received. 



" "Why -weep, fond Boy ? " a kind voice said, 
" 'Tis but the shell that wastes in.earth." 

I dashed away the tear just shed, 
And knew me of immortal birth ! 
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In Morning's rosy splendours dyed, — ^\ 

While mists aBcendiiig, calm and wfeile, 5,1 

/J- Disclosed the banks of Beaumont Side. 

S, No passion then— and unpursued 
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The phantom hopes of Love and Fame ; 

i9)l|, My breast, with piety imbued,. 
^ [^ Admitted — knew — no other flame. 

^ [§. The hill, the stream, the flower, the itree, . » j^ 

^ ^ The wandering cloud, and ether wide — ^ 

' % All spoke of glorious things to me, 

S The lonely Boy of Beaumont Side ! tai 



Amid yon broom, my Bible dear, 
And David's harp my joy and pride, 
^ I felt as Angels hovered near — § 

"Was half in heaven on Beaumont ^ide ! 



^ 



But shadows dim the sunniest hill, 
^. And dark thoughts o'er my spirit sped— € 

For yonder lay the churchyard still, 

With all its time-collected dead. 
And ! to me it seemed so sad 
J, For ages in the grave to 'bide, 3" 

No breeze to blow, no suu to glad !— ^ 
My tears fell fast on Beaumont Side. 
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— I ask not Glory's cup to drain, 
I ask not Wealth's unebbing ticje ! 

O for the Innocence again 

Mj^ young heart knew on Beaumont Side ! 



mn-ikHitts Rlons ^^^ SlUuntains. 



1827. 



[These lines have been admired. They form tha introduction to an 
ill-natured Satire, published in this year. It was much criticised 
at the time, but it is now deservedly forgotten.] 




^GLEAMS along the Mountains, bright 

and strong, 
Flashed from betwixt the clouds that 

eastward throng — 
Showing, in passing light, the hill-rook 
stern, 
The heath deep- waving, and the dark-green fern ! 
Sun-gleams along the Valleys ! soft and fair. 
As if etherial creatures wandered there. 
Invisible to mortal eye, and known 
But by the splendours round their motions thrown. 
Speing is abroad, and Earth and Air confess 
His mighty power to renovate and bless ; 
Sounds the green land, of happy voices full. 
And decked with flowers that court the hand to 
cull. 
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Dark discontents -with -vroiter's glooms depart, 
And the pulse quickens of the coldest heart ! 
ISot cold, but yet depressed, mine feels the thrill 
Of former springs, it wakes to rapture still. 
Maugre the critic's sneer, the -world's neglect, 
And more — my almost-Tanished self-respect, 
My heart flings off the stupor, felt so Ibng, 
Hears the old call, and rushes into Song ! 



ik (Pood IS on my ^oul 



1827. 



[On seeing a favomite tree, which grew in a field belonging to the late 
Mrs. Watkinson, of Gargrave, felled and lopped. This lady was one 
of my fiist Craven pati'ons. 




|IIE mood is on my soul ! the mood which 

bards 
CaU inspiration — ^when so'me fancy bright, 
Or feeling strong, compared — 
And not inaptly so — 



To breeze and sunshine, strikes the frozen mind, 
And melts it to its fount, until it flows; 

O'ergushiag from its depth, 

In measure and in song ! 
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The mood is on my soul ! But not for this 
Expect heroic strain, or aught that tells 

Of danger or of death 

From steel or woman's eye; 

The Muse shall stoop — and haply not in vain — 
To humhle theme. Empowered to climb the stars, 

She yet wiU pluck a flower 

From Earth's most lowly vale. 

Here lies a stately Tree ! The axe and saw 
Have done their work on what full rnany a Spring 

Hath shed its rains and dews — 

Full many a Summer found 

In all its green magnificence of shade — 

Full many an Autumn hung with glowing gold — 

And many a Winter shook 

"With blast and roaring storm. , 

The woodbine, whose slight tendrils clung so fast 
Around its base, and rendered by its blooms 

Beauty for aid received, 

All torn and trampled now, 

Shall never more — or sickly — give to Spring 

Its clustered flowers — like Bard, uublest by wealth, 

When falls the patron-lord 

His grateful verse repaid ! 



Where shall the blackbird now, the speckled thrush, 
Or throstle sweet repair ? When May returns, 
jf And in the snow-white thorn 

The female warms her young, 
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<8- 
Where shall tie partner of her oare and joy * 

Find his accustomed bough, from which to pour * 

The melody he means * 

* *6" 

Shall thrill his feathered love:? =8- 

«- 



* 



For them new thorns will blossom — other trees ^ 

Wave greenly for endearment or for song, ^ 

And this by me alone ^ 

Perchance be mourned and missed — * 

A Dreamer whose fine joys and sorrows spring * 

From fountains to the worldling all unknown, 

*§* And which, if now exposed, * 

He could not, would not prize. * 

« 

Aye, there thou liest ! branchless — ^bare — amid * 

The thin and skeleton leaves, stripped from thy boughs * 

Bv last December's winds — ^ 



And to that fibrous heap «■ 

* 

So winter shall behold thee add again. ^ 

* * Spring, that was wont to wake thee, shall but clothe | 

With verdure thy dead roots, ^ 

And hide the ruin there ! ^ 

Ah ! is it not e'en thus the grave conceals * 

Her who but lately wandered in thy shade, « 

And in these verdant fields — «1* 

These verdant fields her own ! ^ ^ 






Good without pride, and generous without show. 

To her th' unsheltered flew — as birds to thee — 

And in her kindness found * ^ 

A shade from sun and storm ! % ■» 

* 



¥www**^wwwwwwwWWwWwWwwww'* 






^ 

•s 



4> 

4t 









<#■ 



■e> 



4» 



•9 



<» 



«> 



# 87 



Ihij Jountain, 

AX ALLEGORY. 



■ft- 

.#. 1827. ^^i. 

ft. 




jSf a wild scene, before unknown, 

I stood. Tall 'mountains on each hand 
Reared to the sky their summits lone ; 
The vale between lay soft and bland 
* ^l^^^jSII ^^ summer flowers and birds and rills 
"$ ^ ^P^^^^^^V Could make it. Streamed from 'twixt 



two hills. 
The western sun's refulgence fell, 
^ "With yellow gush, along the dell. 

^ Full LQ the beam a crag there sprung, 

^ * With blooming heath empurpled o'er, 

And at its base a PoiWTAiif flung 
ft> Its stainless waters up — to lave 

* The mountain flowers, that on its wave 

41^ Hung bending from the pebbled shore. 



^ Few moments had I gazed, when, I9 ! 
High on that crag in robe of snow, 

* "With folded wings, whose azure far 

4h Surpassed the blue of the western sky 

* "When Spring's new moon peeps there, and the star 
^ Of love hangs, in its beauty, by — 
^ His hair like gathered sunbeams, stood 



A radiant Being.— Flesh and blood 



^ "Were never wrought into a form 

;J So fine and so aerial ; ne'er 

•ft- 
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Has Fancy imaged aught so fair. 
His foot was on the rock, not air ; 
And yet it seemed the Figure there 
Might tread, at will, the storm ! 
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With gesture such as Romans bold 

Saw in their orators of old, 

I marked him back his mantle fling, 

And call, as if to crowds beloT^, 
To come and quaff of that pure spring — 

A bahn, he said, for every woe. 
And as he spoke — ^unseen till then— 
I saw with wonder all the glen 
Peopled with human beings, — men. 

Women, and children, old and young, — 
Of every hue and every clime — 
All pressing towards the Form sublime, 
And eager all to hear 
Tones such as mortal ear 
Had never heard before from any Muse's tongue. 

"Men ! men ! " — ('twas thus he cried, though much 

my song 
His incommunicable pathos wrong) — 
" "What is your life ? Ton cloud behold. 
Just o'er the southern mountain rolled — 
Whence comes it ? Can the wisest tell ? 
See how it sails above the dell, 
Sun-gilt and soft- — but soon to meet 
The next hiU-top on breezes fleet. 
And vanishing behind it, go — 
Whither ? The wisest nothing know. 
Such is your life ! — Of sordid birth. 
Sprung from, and, lastly, mixed with earth, 
A space ye feel existence — see 
Hour following horn" in gloom or glee — 
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Eat, di-ink, toil, slumber on — or mark 
J The stars which nightly gem the dark, i 

•® As if to mock you with the dream 9 

Of worlds that ne'er for you must gleam ! — & 

But whence ye came, or wherefore 'born 

To wealth or want, to power or scorn ; 
Or what is hid behind the shroud — 

Whether, when closed your mortal doom, 
Tour souls shall live beyond the tomb, 
Te know no more than of the- cloud-' 

A blank before, a blank beyond 

Your being — that your hearts desp*ond. 

What wonder ? But a Power Unknown, 

Commissioned from whose searchless throne, 

I stand a Fount hath opened here, 

Of virtue all the dark to clear, 
'^ And show your life, with ills perplexed. 

But the dim passage to the next — 

A bright and blessed existence, far 

Above earth's tumult, toil, and war. 

For aU who faint, for all who thirst. 

These waters in the desert burst ; 

And whosoe'er, with spirit meek 

And lowly, shall this Fountain seek. 

To him the precious draught shall be 

The draught of Immortality ! " 

These words pronounced, the Vision bright 

Like erring sunbeam glanced from sight. 

There was a rush among the crowd. — 

I saw the old gray-heailed Man', 
Whom time and care and grief had bowed 

Almost to earth, with visage wan, 
lleach the pure spring, where, having drunk, 
He kneeling on the margin sunk, 



■m 



-® 













90 

His hands in prayir uplifted higli-»- 
While on his face and in his eye 
Were gleams of bliss that cannot dj.e ! 
— I saw the Boy of sunny hair, 

Of rosy cheek, and snowy broV, 

And eye that ever laughed — till now — ■ 
Stoop to the wave with serious air. 
Then turn, with all the rapture given 
By that pure draught, his face to Heaven — 
And ne'er may Passion's after trace & 

That moment's feeling dim or rase ! @ 

■ -1 saw tlie Young Man who had tried @' 

Each pleasure reaped in vicious course, (f 

But who in every pleasure sighed @ 

To miss that somcthim/ still denied, @' 

@ 
And find but pam — regret — rijBmorse. 0' 

He drank, he quaffed — no midnight bowl 5 

Had ever so entranced his soul ! 

1 saw the Maiden, fair and pure 

As mortal maid may ever be. 
Bend — sweetly, timidly demure — 

And taste the wave on grateful knee ; 
Tlieu render up to Heaven that prayer S 

Which Heaven loves well to hear — *^- 

The prayer of a maiden young and fair 
Who has bafiled each art, and broken each snare 

By the Tempter planted near. 

Next came a Youth. His forehead high, 
And the proud sparkle of his eye. 

Bespoke a haughty mind and strong, 
Yet one that, misdirected still, 
Knew much of good, but more of ill, "^ 

And careless whether right or wrong ^ 

The path he took, so he advanced. 
Deep scorn was from his gray eye glanced, 
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And laughed at them, and at the world ! 
^ Told of the spring, he came to scan 

^ i^ "What new deceit was palmed on man. 

* He tasted — it was water pure ; 

But, for its virtue, he was sure 
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j* Deep scorn his young lip curled ; 

,(p For he had studied much, and weighed 

^ The maxims which the world obeyed, 



^ ^ The heaven-sent vision and the call", 



q. To Phrensy he imputed all. 



A, 'Twas Phrensy's wild imaginings 

That from the sky had furnished wings. 
Robes from some passing vapour white. 
And ringlets from the sunset bright ; — 
Or, failing these, some juggle, planned 
For end unknown by cunning hand, 
Had made them all (nor great the feat) 
The willing dupes of his deceit. 
" For me," he added, " I depart— — 

*: And when dull head and saddened heart 

Bid me for knowledge seek and bliss, 
I'U drink at other Fount than thisi!" 



*■ Scornful he turned away.— To see 

Where next the Stripling's path would be. 
Curious. I joined his side. 







«( * The common stream that threads the dell 

Would make Immortals quite as well ! * 



* And loud he laughed in men to see 

So much of blind credulity. 

The wise, the good, the aged came 
Around, to pity, plead, or blame. 

'Twas vain. Their feelings high he gave ^^ (^ 

^ To self-delusion — not the wave. 
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And strange 1 felt it was, to note 
His visage — ay, his very thought, 

Myself all unespied ; 
And stranger jet, to see an Hour 
EiFect of Years the changing power^ 
And gathered in one moment hrief 
A month's adventure, guilt, and grief. 

Her crimson curtains Eve had drawn — ■ 
With him I crossed a fairy lawn, 

And reached a woodbine bower ; 
There half reclined on mossy seat 
A Lady — nought so fair, so sweet, 

Was near in bud or flower ! 
But such allusions, stale and weak, 
Of Beauty's magic force to speak. 

Have not — and cannot have — the power. 
Ah ! though to paint the charm sublime 
Of Beauty in her sinless time 
They fail — of Beauty fall'n and scorned. 
Their fragile tints, their blight unmoumed, 

Present us emblems all too just 1 
— I saw that Lady free from , stain„ 
And happy in her love. Again 
I looked, and saw her tears like rain 
Watering her lover's feet — in vain-^ 

As knelt she suppliant in the dust ! 

He left her — but there shot a pang 
Across his brain ! He clasps hia brow — 
what his self-abhorrence now 
Shall soothe or soften? — Hark ! there rang 
The revellers's shout from yonder Tower, 
And Mirth shall charm this moody' hour. 
— He entered. Bright the torches beamed ; 
The blood-red wine, from goblets streamed, 
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Had fired each Bacchanal, and long "1 

And loud applauses claimed the song. 'f 

The song arose. 'Twas such asModUE ^ 

Might from his lyre of witchery pour — * 

The future and the past it sung * 

As dreams to which man's weakness clung, •# 

In one gay present life compressed, 4^ 

And hade him—" Riot and he hlest,!" # 

The fancy, weak and wrong at once, "^ 

Yet gained from every breast response. 

But waked in none around the hoard 

4^ 
A readier or a louder chord 4* 

4^ 
Than in that Youth's. His spirit sad, * 

Like some lone spring no sunbeams iglad. 

Had darkened lain ; no more abashed. 

It rose, it sparkled, and it flashed, 

Amid the hall's nocturnal day, 

In wit, in humour, and in lay ! 

High waxed the glee ; and forth the while 

From distance gleamed the frequent smile ^ 

Of faces fair— and sylph-like shapes 

Would nearer steal, and, having charmed ^ 

Some eye, would start, as if alai-med, 
And make, like fawns, their coy escapes. 
Then was the reign of Lust — for shame 
It were to give it fairer name ; 
Then green-eyed Jealousy, and then 

His brother Hate began 
To agitate the minds of men ; 
Then Rage, like tiger from his den; 
Bushed rudely through the mingled crowd ; ^ 
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Then eyes grew fiery, words gi-ew loud, ^ ft. 

And weapons bare flashed back the glare * ^ 



Of the hall's lights, and everywhere f 

The blood of madmen ran. 4*^ 







The place -which lately seemed to be 
The home of rapture and of glee, 
WJiere Music poured her sweetest flood, 
Was now a soene of hlows and blbod ! 



M 
^ 



»3 



93 



&5 i 



;>3 



»S 



9i 



Eetiring thence in deep disgust, 

Exclaimed the Stripling sick at heart— 
" That priestly saw, alas ! how jiist, 
Which says of Eevelry and Imst, 

Their end is— DBiTu ! " With speed of dart, 
He fled ; nor stopped, till distant far 
From that wild scene of midnight war. 
— On lawn and grove a calm there lay, 
A calm denied to feverish day. 
Far in the West., to vanish soon. 
Hung low and dim the weary moon ; 
But all above, innumerous sprinkled. 
The cloudless stars in glory twinkled. 
Their holy beauty touched his breast, 
And thus his tongue its power confessed : 
"Ay, there ye shine ! Whatever jars 

A world of madmen madly keep, 
A peace is yours, resplendent stars ! 

Eternal, awful, dread, and deep. 
A calm, which yet with mightier power 

Than that of words — unless they were 

Composed of star-beams, and could bear 

From his divine, unseen abode 

The very thoughts themselves of God ! — 
Proclaims to man, in such an hour, 
That, far retired your orbs behind, 
An unimaginable Mind, 
Invisible, though throned in light. 
Upholds this awful state of Night ! 
why retired? — ! if -in me 
A spirit lives, derived from thee, 
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^ And, like thee, deathless wlier^fore leave 

^ That soul in endless doubt to grieve ? 

Why not, descending from above, 
>S Thy Glory softened down by Love, 

Away the mists of error roll. 
And flash the Truth upon my soul- — 
The glorious truth, if truth it be. 
That man shall live eternally ? 

In vain I question, vainly try 

Into the future's gloom to pry. 

The baseless hopes, the glimpses f^int 

Of ancient sage or modern saint 

No light impart ; and Thou — sitt'st lone 

And silent on thy sullen throne !" 

" Beware !" I whispered, and the word 

Within his spirit's depth was heard, 

And seemed to him a thought there sprung 

To blame the rashness of his tongue, 

A check by watchful Conscience given — 

That Monitor to man from heaven. 

" Beware of Blasphemy ! nor urge 

One thought to its tremendous Verge ! 

No tyrant he ; nor, though so high, 

^ Does he from man avert his eye. 

Has he not oped a Pountaih free, 
Invited all — invited thee 
To come and drink ; and, drinking, learn 
Whate'er it boots thee to discern ? • 
Go — taste and live ! thy school-taught pride 
And high-flown notions thrown aside." 
" Dreams ! " cried the Youth, as if replying 
To his own hearl^—" Dreams which, decryiug 

K Man's mighty powers, would level all 

To those of reptiles. Shall / cravfl 
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-That Boy — the object of more love 



* -8. 



« 



;^ To Falsehood's shrine, and there lay down ^ 

;| My wit — my wisdom — my renown^- 

* The wild renown that ever gathers ^ 

* Around Ms name who hath avowed J 



-g Opinions different from the crowd, J 

Who dares to think above his 
Shall /sail down Life's common ri' 
With all the dtilly pious ? Never ! 



* Who dares to think above his fathers ? ^ 

Shall /sail down Life's common river * 



* Mom came. I marked a pageant fair — 

* The sound of bells was abroad in the air. S 
-8» A lovely Maid, in her beauty's bloom, ^ 
-9> Walked by the side of her gay Bridegroom ; 
-91 And wild flowers, gathered from mountain and strath, 
-g, Were strewed bj' fair girls in the young Bride's path. 
-» It passed away ; and I saw till that bride * 

The happiest of mothers became — and eyed * 

X With looks of deep love and maternal joy « 

The babe on her bosom — a bright-haired Boy ! * 

*|;^ I saw till he grew, and with prattling tongue « 



Could lisp their names that over him hung 

With the love that, increasing day l)y day. 

Clasps all the heart in its blissful sway, « 

Still intertwisting the fibres there « 

With ties — which to sever is Woe and Despair ! « 

Grief follows joy. The marriage bell * 

Soon changes to the funeral knell. « 

The flowers that wreathed the bridegroom's head, « 

t^ ■V' 

Are wanted soon to grace the dead ! ■« * 






^^ Than aught below or aught above, ^ 



Alas the pity ! — died. I saw ^ -81 

Death o'er his eye's blue softness dfaw * 



The darkening film ; take every streak * 

Of rose-hue from his dimpled cheek ; * 



* 
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* And yet life's tint on the sweet lips spare, ^ 

* And the glossy shine of the sunny, hair. '^ 
^ I saw him laid in the wormy bed, ^ 

* And I marked the tears which feU, 

* As the dull earth slid on his coffin lid 2) 
^ With an. echo Uke a knell. 
e> And the pangs that tore each parent's breast, 
e> As they left the spot of their sweet Boy's rest ^ Z 
9> I saw — but cannot teU ! 



« 
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The grave which closed above his child, 



s> 

^ To that sad Father dimmed the world ^ * 

^ No more with hope or joy he smiled ; ^ «> 

Deep scorn no more his proud Hp curled. ^ 

*■ His joy was fled, his hope was dead, 5j 

And for his scorn, — ! what has he '^^ 

To do with scorn, who sits forloru <9< 

In the dark night of misery ? c3< 

Where shall he turn to he consoled r ' 

g, Consoled ? Ah never ! — ^but resigned ? ^ 

g. Can science to his eye unfold 

*" The truth which heals the w(tunded mind ? ^ 

Can all the store of classic lore 15 

'Vail him from whom e'en Pride has parted ? 

I Or early Fame the strong spell frame ^ * 

£ To re-exalt the broken-hearted ? *) 

g, He could not bear to think the earth <^ 

g, Held all his Boy ! whose face of mirth- 



g, Whose playful arts — whose winning ways — ^ 

Whose tears at blame — whose pride at praise — S 

Whose flying hair, and radiant brow ^ 

Were — as in life — before him now ! ^ 
-^ That sparkling eye where, as he dfeemed, 

S" The light of early genius beamed — ^ 

8> Had death for ever quenched its r^y ? ^ 

B> ~' 

I ^ 
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And could that genius pass away ? 

The form, a flower of mortal birth, 

Might fitly turn again to earth ; 

But could the spirit — for he felt 

Some principle within him dwelt 

Above mere matter — could it pass. 

Like meteor of the dark morass ? 

" no — it lives ! it lives !" he cried 

In transport. Then he paused and sighed. 

The thought, he found, was balm to grief, 

But it was hope, and not helief. 

" O ! worlds on worlds, if these were mine, 

I would, without a sigh, resign 

To him who should assure my heart 

That still, my child, thou «ri— thou art ! 

That where thou liv'st thy sire may soar — 

"With thee reside — with thee adore — 

In a fair land where death nor paip 

Shall reach my bright-haired Boy again !" 

This was my time, and Heaven's ! — I gave 

A hint of the all-healing wave. 

My whispers to his ear conveyed 

The words the Shining Form had said — 

" For all who faint, for all who thirst. 

These waters in the desert burst ; 

And whosoe'er, with spirit meek 

And lowly, shall this Fountain seet> 

To him the precious draught shall be 

The draught of Immobtality 1" 

He started. At his inmost soul 

He felt the offer's pointed kindness ; 
No longer swayed by Pride's controijl, 

And feeling now his weakness — blindness- 
Heart-bruised, and humbled— all hig mind 
Was bent the 'WoiiBEOTrs Fount to find. 
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1 lie evening sun was shining » 
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* J Were pressing still around the brink ; 
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Upon that rook again ; 
<g And flowers, as erst, were lining 



The Fount that knew no stain ; <;> 

And crowds, of its pure wave to drink, @- 



© 
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"When he its verdant margin won, 
® That Father of a buried son. ^ 

He kneeled him down to drink, but ere 

He tasted, raised his eyes in prayer — ■ ^ 

" High Dweller of Eternity ! 

Unseen, though round us — ^hear me ! hear ! ^ 

I've asked the Sun to tell of thee :i 

He answered, from his burniilg sphere, 

'A glorious being made me — bright — 

A system's centre and its light, 

"Whence an exhaustless day is hurled 5- 

^ From zone to zone of every world !' 

— I've asked the Earth, the Ocean : this. 

In thunder from his vast abyss, 
5 Bade me the Mighty Hand remark ^ 

That must have scooped his dwellings dark ! 

Earth spoke of it from hill and flood 

From peopled vale and sounding wood ! 

— I've asked the Heavens : their mute reply 

Was glanced from every star on high, 

' There is a God !' Orion cried ; •* 

' A God !' the Pleiades replied ; ^ 

The Moon announced it as she rods. 
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The west's fair planet beamed — ' ^ God !' •& \ 

■© 1 knew thou art, and, knowing so, "" 

Felt more was wanting than to know ; 

The Maker, all things else above. 

Ought to possess the creature's love. 

I tried to love thee ; but my breasi, 
5 Unmoved, retained its marble rest. ^ 
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I tried to pray ; my prayers, alas ! 

Eeturned as from a sky of brass. 

In books I sought the food to find 

Suited to my life-grasping mind ; 

Unfounded hopes ! conjectures bold ! 

Despair was all they taught or told. 

— At last, great Power ! my reasoning pridt* 

As vain and worthless cast aside — , 

Erring — and blind — and broken — gee ! 

At this pure Fount I bend to thee. 

And that it is indeed the sole 

Spring, which can make the wounded whole — 

Render the eye-sight strong to scan 

The hidden destiny of man — 

See, at the close of this world's strife, 

The brilliant dawn of endless life^- 

I, who have, in my depth of grief. 

Found worthless every spring .beside, 
Would fain believe, — Heavenly Guide 

Pardon and help my unbelief!" 

This said, he drank — he drank ! and ! 
The change his altering features show. 
The cloud of sorrow and despair 
Hath passed — no more to darken there ! 
His eye, lit up by holiest faith. 
Pierces the darksome veil of death, 
Sees his lost child, a Seraph bright, 
"Wandering among the bowers of light ; 
And tears are gushing down his cheeks. 
But every tear of rapture speaks ! 
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1828. 



[On taking possession of a new house in Gaigrave.] 
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PEK Itom a Hut, much to*o poetic, 
Where, plying still his art mimetic, 
feir Spider sits, and looking after 
His prey, hangs webs from wall to rafter- 
Where he and I, with like enjoyment, 
Pursued a similar employment, 
That is, both lurked, with few to s& us. 
He to catch flies, and I ideas. 
Which, caught, (to bear the semblance further) 
From bard and insect suffered murther. 
• — -'Scaped from that House to one much neater. 
Much loftier, roomier, and completer, 
(Heaven grant my Landlord cent, per cent. 
If he wiU not enlarge my rent !) 
I sit — a reeking glass before me — 
A family round that half adore me^- 
And number up, with mind at easej 
The items of my premises. 

And, first, I have a house — to hitch in 
A rhyme, 'twere better styled a kit'chen — 
Where in my week-day dress I sit, 
Laugh at my wife, and show my w'it. 



8<jg&gaiE»jES:®8;gaigaii 






s 



s& 



h***&&4&a*A**^^^i^^^^^^^^^i^^^^4*^4^^*^,^^4^^^^24^ 



J **<j.<4..4.*9i.**<i.***s!p************* ******************* 

-9= '^ 

1 102 

-* 

■%> The walls yet sparkle to my lamp— s- «- 

May heaven protect us from the damp ! <8- 

-83 But if it must destroy one life, •%■ * 

* Suppose, just now, it take my wife; «- * 



8> 
8> 
ft 
ft 

8) 



^ Well, free again ! I chat and rove «- 

* With Beauty in the moonlight grove, • 4 
Till my heart dances to the tune ^ 

* Sweet of a second Honey Moon. J 



^ * 'Tis a most pleasant thought ! But stay ; ^ 

* * Suppose it just the other way — 5| 



* 
* 



*- -gj ■ Suppose it spares my loving wife, J 

•%■ -» And takes her loving husband's life, * ^ 

* -9) And, further, that another swain * 

* -8i ... * 

<8- -ej Assumes the matrimonial rein, * 

* ^ And drives the team I drive at present — * 

'^ -&> . "^ 

<a- # By Jove ! this thought is not so pleasant. * 

* * * 

di- % I have a scullery, where, each Monday * 

^ ^ That comes to sweep the dirt of Sunday, * 

% ^ rinds Ellen, not in best of moods, * •» 

^ 5 Plashing among her frothing suds, <8. * 

* * While cock or spigot hourly squirts <^ * 

* * ..J 

* *, t 

* * I have a cellar — not a deep one, S' 

■8- -fti r ; CB- 

* * But yet of depth enough to keep one 2 

* -81 A cask or two of gin, or whisky, ; ^ * 

* » Which rhymes to what it makes us — frisky. * 

* » •' * 
«- -9). * 

* -Bs- * 

^1* My Parlour next the verse demands. J 

* * A portrait o'er the chimney stands, * 
*; * But whose ? Why mine — by country artist * 

* fr Ta'en when the Bard was at the smartest, * 
*" * ... ■«- 

*• That IS, when in his wedding dress~r- «- 

And if these tints his face express, «- 
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4> By Phoebus' head ! I cannot think 

^ The bard is any common drink. 

e^ There's a calm sparkle in the eye, 

% That speaks somewhat of dignity ; 

^ A musing lip ; a whisker tight ; 

^ A forehead not amiss for height. 

^=- It lacks in breadth — but this is stuff; 

^ For I have witnessed oft enough 

A broader and a loftier sconce 
<i> O'ertop the eyebrows of a dunce. 

But I digress. For one or two, 
(i> My parlour, though but small, will do ; 

A Especially when EUen's hand 

Sets on the board the spirit-stand, 

Each bright decanter filled with liquor, 

To toast my Landlord and the Vicar ; 

Or, if a loyal mood it bring, 

Old England's patriotic King. 

Now, reader, walk up stairs — but hope 

* Thou not the first-seen door to ope. 

* The next expand. My girls in this 
^ Dream every night their dreams of bliss, 
*• These snowy curtains round them spread — 

* Two fairies in a fairy bed ! 
■e. , ■ 
A The third and last, which — half in iest 

^ fh '' 

<# *■ In earnest half — we style the lest, 

4h Serves but the hospitable end, 

^ To lodge a stranger or a friend. 

% Did Mitchell* leave the Tyne's fair^side, 

J Or GoTJELEyf from the Wansbeck ride, 

^ Or Hall, I with eloquence at will, 

-J" Come from the borders of the Till, — '•• 

•fi * Mitchell — editor of the Newcastle Magazine, f Gourley — mas- 

^ ' tcr of the Corporation School, Morpeth. J Hall — the dissenting- 

minister of Crookham. — AH good-hearted men, aud all now under the 
^KZ- turf. 
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This chamber should receive, and steep 
Their senses in delicious sleep ! 

I have a garden — 'tis but small — 
Surrounded by a six-feet wall : 
Its walks full trim with box and gravel, 
On which the nicest foot might travel. 
'Tis dark and bare — ^but come in Spring, 
These elms shall then no shadow fling ! 
These walls with blossom clothed shall be 
By many an autumn-planted tree ;] 
While many a garden flower smiles by, 
To lure the bee and butterfly ! 

Such my new Eesidence ; and yet 
It was with something like regret 
I left the old one I — There, I've been 
For years contented and serene ; 
There bloomed my girls — the damps it shed 
Ne'er turned to pale their cherub red ; 
And there my rapt and musing eye. 
Touched by thy glamour, Poesy ! 
Hath ta'en its rude and ochre'd wall 
For one belonging princely hall, 
And every cobweb's waving fold 
For cloth of silver or of gold ! 
Yes ! it is certain, that the bard 
To house or hall pays light regard.* 
Where'er he dwelleth — ^be his roof 
Pervious to storm or tempest-proof — 
There throng the shapes his magic raised, 
There bend the forms his songs have praised, 
Unseen by all but him, they come. 
Brighten his light, or gild his gloom — 
And, blest with these, the same his lot, 
Whether in Castle or in Cot ! 
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ihqe'« H ^ark Hour (([oming. 



1828. 



[Eeflecting on the fate of poor John S , of Humbleton. His love 

was a Miss H , of Wooler, and to her I conceived he might have 

thus addressed himself,] 




HERE'S a dark tour coming, 
"WTiich thou, so kind and dear, 
In all thy beauty blooniing, 

Shalt fail to charm or -cheer ! 
The shade it casts before it, 
Its very shade is drear — 
And my soul as it comes o'er it. 
Feels a deep, prophetic fear ! 
There's a dark hour coming ! 

The honour oft applauded, ' 

The heart all truth to thee. 
The genius men have lauded 

Will soon be lost in me. 
A star at once o'erclouded, 

Whose beam was fair to see — 
The sun in darkness shrouded — 

! noitffM can emblem be 
Of the dark hour coming ! 

Its charm when friendship loses, 

When love is felt no more ; 
When glory and the Muses 

Have seen their influence o'er ; 
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When I view -vrith hate or terror 

The friends I loved before, 
When my laugh they hear with horror 

And — ^unthanked — ^my state deplore, — 
! that dark hour's coming ! 



)m J^pril Pup. f '^ 



1828. 



[Boddam Dean was the "valley" — ^not properly so called — that 
" bloomed before me."] 




NE April morn I musing lay. 

My eyelids closed withoutmy knowing — 
Above me was a sky-lark gay, 

Beside me was a streamlet flowing. 



That bird seemed just the very bird 
In mine own land that caroled o'er me ! 
That streamlet's voice the same I heard 
When one sweet vaUey bloomed before me. 



I started — ^to my feet I sprung 
As if to find my former world ; 

— 'Twas but a Craven bird th^t simg, 
'Twas but a Craven stream that purled ! 
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ileply to ail (^patU j,i;om jijlr. ^aiuileu. 



1828. 



[Mr. Gourley, already mentioned in a note, was a self-taugM mathe- 
matician, and a thirty years' intimate Mend and correspondent of 
mine.] 




(ear sib, 

Your favour reached me duly, 
For which, of course, I thank you truly, 
And now address me to the task 
Of answ ering aU you kindly ask. 




■WeU. "And how 



" How are yo 
your wife : 

Never was better feter Ufe. 

" Thank God ! But for another query, 

Tour chUdern how?" Alive and merry. 

" Prolonged be every pure enjoyment ! 

And now, what is the Bard's employment? 

Spends he his time, as usual, gaily ? 

Or, settled to a plodder daily, 

Centres his every scheme in self. 

His only object grasping pelf ? 

Is Poesy his loved pursuit ? 

And if so, when will come th^ Fruit f 

The Blossoms* lived a single day 

Then passed — like other flowers — away. 



♦ A small collection of poems entiled "Craven Blossoms' 
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Say, will the Fruit, when gathered, cheer • ^ 

(^ Our banquets for at least a year ? 

J (g; How stand your politics ? I tnofr it, J 

The politics of genuine poet -g 

jg. May with propriety be ta'en jj 

^ Eather as light whims of the brain, 

Than principles by labour wrought 



From the deep mine of solid Thought. 

But do you stand a red-hot tory ? 
„ Or, floating with the tide, will Story 

>i '< Seek (to adopt the day's expression) 

The calmer harbour of concession ? 

Your thoughts, opinions, freely state 'em." 
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W . Then, here they follow seriatim. 

First, of employment I've enough; & 

Of avocations quantum suff, 
^^' Like Goldsmith's juggler, when one trick 

^ ^, Begins to make the public sick, 

^, I'm able from my treasured store, , 

To try them with a hundred more. 

And sooth to tell without dissembling, 

if' M 

I sometimes see with fear and trembling A 

The likelihood, in spite of all '^ 

My hundred tricks, of sudden fall ; 

g And envy, in my dread of failure, 

The destiny of common Tailor ! 



n 



# You long have known me " skilled to rule," 

As master of a village school. ^ 

A useful post, but thankless still — 

Of which the ancients thought so ill. 

They held the man to whom 'twas given, 

An object of the wrath of heaven. 
S — By fools beset, by idiots judged,^ 

His pains despised, his payments grudged, 
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* (For 'tis as true as parsons preach 

That men who ne'er were taught, can teach !) 
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^ *• Rivalled by things whom juster doom 

«■ Had placed in farm-yard or at loom, 



Hard is his lot, to own the truth, <& 
Condemned to train our rising youth. 

* Yet even in this picture dark ^ 
^ The eye some streaks of light may mark — ^ 

* The common mob, whose grovellijig nature 2 

* "Would for Hyperion choose a Satyr, ^ 
*■ By loftier mind or station awed, 
^ "Will sometimes properly applaud, * 

* Following, like sheep, the judging few — ^ 
And lucky Merit gets his due. '^ 



■*> 



* Learn, next, that I am Parish CJerk- 

% A noble office, by St. Mark ! 

It brings me in six guineas clear, 
Besides ef ceteras, every year. 
I J I waive my Sunday duty, when 

^ * I give the solemn, deep Amen, ^ 

*■ Exalted there to breathe aloud 5 



■S) 



-* The heart-devotion of the crowd. S 

■ft 

* But the fun ! when Christmas-chimes 
* 

* Have ushered in the festal times, 
-e> 

* And sent the Clerk and Sexton round 

* •© 
«■ To pledge their .friends in draughts profound, ■» 

ft And keep on foot the good old plan, 4> 

^ As only Clerk and Sexton can ! ■^ 

% Nor less the sport, when Easter sees ; 4> 

* The daisy spring to deck the leas ; * 

* Then, claimed as dues by Mother Church, ^ 
;g T pluck the cackler from the perch ; "% 
■^ Or, in its place, the shUling clasp 
*> From grumbling Dame's slow-opening grasp. ^ 

■ft- ^ 

* 4» 
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But, Visitation-day ! 'tis thine 
Best to deserve my votive line — 
Great Day ! the purest, brightest gem 
That decks the Tear's fair diadem ! 
Grand Day ! that sees me costless dine, 
And costless quaff the rosy winfe, 
Till seven Church wardens douhled seem, 
And doubled every candle's gleam, 
And I — triumphant over time, 
And over tune, and over rhyme: — 
Called by the gay, convivial throng, 
Lead, iu full glee, the choral song ! 
— I love thee, brandy, on my soul ; 
And, rum, thou'rt precious in the bowl ; 
Whisky is dear, because it tells 
Of the bright dew of Scottish fells ; 
But nought commands the poet's praise 
Like wine— for which the Parish pays ! 

Por Song — 'tis still my loved pursuit. 

And you shall soon possess the Druit. 

But whether it wiU heep, to cheer 

Your banquets for a month, or year. 

Let time decide — or sages pure 

That sentence give on Uteraturd 

— Critics in every age have trie'd 

The endless question to decide 

Of " "What is Poetry ?" and stUl 

It busies many a learned quill. 

Poets themselves, seduced to quit 

Their high and native walks of wit, 

Have stooped to cramp and to confine, 

In school-taught terms, their Art Divine, — 

When they had best performed, "their part. 

And honoured most their glorious art, 
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Ill 

By pointing oiit some passage, fraugtt 

"With. Taste, with. Genuis, and with. Thought, 

Where heart, and soul, and fancy give 

Their mingling hues to glow and live — 

And saying : " Rnd who wiU the why, 

But this, we feel, is Poetry." 

Thus I, who little heed the rules 

By critics made for rhyming fools. 

Have formed, though o'er my second bottle, 

As sure a test as Aristotle — 

Kead Shakspeare's glowing page to see 

What is undoubted poetry ; 

And then this pmragraph, Grod wot, 

If you would see — what it is net. 

My Harp was made from stunted tree. 
The growth of Glendale's barest lea ; 
Yet fresh as prouder stems it grew, 
And drank, with leaf as green, the dew ; 
Bright showers, from Till or Beaumont shed, 
Its roots with needful moisture fed ; 
■ Gay birds, JS'orthumbrian skies that wing, 
Amid its branches loved to sing ; 
And purple Cheviot's breezy air 
Kept up a life-like quivering there. 
From Harp thence framed, and rudely strung, 
Can aught but lowly strain be flung ? 
No ! if, ambition -led, I dream 
Of striking it to lofty theme, 
All harshly jar its tortured chords 
As plaining such should be its lord's ; 
But all its sweetness waketh still 
To lay of Border stream or hill 1 

To Ceaven's emerald dales transferred. 
That simple Harp with praise isjieard. 
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* The manliest sons, tte loveliest daughters ce- 

* That flourish by the Aire's young waters, «- 

* By hurrying Ribble's verdant side, ,e- 

* And by the Wharf's impetuous .tide, ^ 

* Laud its wild strains. And, for this cause, ^ 



«- 



* While throbs my breast to kind applause — ,^ 



<fl- 



* Nay, when, beneath the turf laid low, ^ 

* No kind applause my breast can know, ^ 
■8> The Poet's Messing, heart-bequeathed, J 

* flo O'er thy domains, green CeaveN ! breathed, * 
C8- S Shall be to every hill and plain |; 
1^ ^ Like vernal dew, or summer rajn, * 

* 

* 
* 
•8- 

* » (What words we bards are forced, at times, eu- 

* * m • S * 

* » To press into the corps of rhymfes !) 5 * 

* » My conscience, how the quizzer laughs ! ^ 
=8- fp During the last two paragraphs, * * 
■8- ^ These symptoms, as poetic knovra, ^ 
^ ^ She says have quite outrageous grown ; S * 
^1? And threatens or to miencb mv tanpr * ^ 



^ And stay with thee, while bud.or bell * 

* Decks lowland mead or upland, fell ! * 

* * 

* . * 

* Thus have I scribbled on, my friend, * 

* Till EUen hints 'tis time to end ; * 

* . . * 
■9> My nails worn to the quick with gnawing, *- 

* My caput sore with — with — with — clawing. * * 



And threatens or to quench my taper, 

O'erturn my ink, or bum my paper. * ^ 

So to prevent these doings rude. 



I think it better to conclude, * 



And aught unanswered or perplexed", *• 

To clear and answer in my next. ■* 

Meantime I wish you Peace — Love — Glory ! 



And am J 

Yours ever, J 

EGBERT STOEY. * 

* 
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[My father, in his grave, is siipposeil to address my mother — just laid 
beside him.] 




WENTY years parted. 

Though forty years Jtried, 
And found still true-hearted — 

Eetum. to my side! 
And quiet and deep 
Shall he thy long sleep 
Where the heart is at rest, and the tear is dried I 

From trials and woes 

That so long have been thine, 

Come, taste the repose 

Which the grave hath made niine — 

And quiet and deep 

Shall be thy long sleep 
Where no blast ever comes, if no sunbeam shine ! 

With want, one long strife 

'Twas our lot to maintain, 
Till we quitted a life 

Undisgraced by a stain ; 
But (juiet and deep 
Shall be our long sleep, 
TUl the last Mom's dawn see us wake again ! 




ft: 
ft 



e 
» 



e 
e 
ft 
e 



L« ?' 9i^MMiMI'MM3 



8 

e 

e 

ft 
e 



ft 






ft 






8= 









my^V'»^'Vv^^vvy y ^ y «^ y u"^ 



iWiiW^m'isW^WiiWi/ia^i^hihf^ 



9) 



% 

'fi 









» 



fC 



l« 



■SI 8? 



%i 5" 



if 

I 



» 






?c?i,^^?£^,^;5i?c§i^^is**s^ 



114 



l^reatlnj, Swathe m mp i*Hii 



1829. 



[On revisiting Eoddam Dean.] 




I REATHE, breathe on my heart, breathe 
on. my heart, 
Ye flowers of a valley sb. loved of yore ! 
I come but to gaze — but to gaze and depart, 
And I ask ye the pulse of my youth to 
restore ! 
Eor my heart is so languid, so weary, so low, 
So dry, and so withered ! — But breathe, as ye blow. 
Your beauty into it^oool — dewy — and ! 
It will waken to all its old feelings once more. 

" Breathe, breathe on my heart, sweet crow-flower, breathe, 
As thou streakest the turf with the gold of thy bloom ! 

And yo, purple blossoms, that gem the d^rk heath, 
freshen my soul with your mountain perfume ! 

The primrose hath vanished ; the violet too, 

Hath passed from the walk with its leaflets of blue ; 

And of all the gay blossoms of broomwood, but few 
Remain with their light in the glen's yerdant gloom. 

" Yet breathe on my heart, ye lingerers, breathe ! 

Ye have rapture within your moist foldings for me ! 
And thou, stately fox-glove, thyself a bright wreath 

Of blossoms the loveliest, I call upon thee ; 
From thy string of sweet beUs — a most fairy like 

string — 
The soft, silent music of beauty fling ! 
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It will enter my heart like a song in the spring — 
The first that is poured from the fresh-budding tree ! 

®l-f " Breathe, breathe on my heart, wild tHyme of the hill, 

•© That lovest to bloom on the verge of the glen ! 

Breathe, every sweet floweret befringing the rill. 

Or namelessly starring the green of the fen ! 
But chiefly, ye roses, profusely that flaunt, 
Te woodbines, that welcome me back to my haunt, 
^J@ The charm and the perfume of other years grant — 

breathe on my heart as ye breathed on it then !" 

I stood, as I spoke, on the brow of the dell. 

Where oft I had loitered in long- vanished years ; 

And here waved the forest, and there rose the fell. 
Which the songs of my youth had described without 
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* peers ! 

;® The flowers I apostrophised, over me cast 

;® The sweets they had shed in the bright summers past. 

And, o'ercome by the reflux of feeUng at last, 
I sank on the turf, and bedewed it with tears ! 
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ihe §mA fitcod bg. 



1830. 



The "two youthful friends" in the following stanzEis, were William 
Thompson, a fellow-reaper in the fields of Eoddam, and John Smith, 
of Humbleton, The " lovely vision " was Jeanie Kennedy, of Reve- 
ley, on the Breamish.] 




jfHE Dead stood by my couch last night ! 
(The living of another sphere !) 
And my rtiised spirit, at the sight, 

Eelt much of awe, hut nought of fear : 
For though, e'en in my dj-eam, 1 knew 
Immortal Forms hentio'er my bed, 
They were so like themselves ! the true — 
The fair — the reverenced ! — Could I dread ? 

So like themselves ! and yet they had' 

A look they wore not when alive- 
It was not stern, it was not sad. 

Though sternness seemed with grief to strive. 
It was a mournful seriousness — 

A pity grave — most like the air 
"Which, when compassion they express. 

We deem an Angel's eyes may wear ! 

A tall old man stood next my face — 
"Well in his thin, dark, furrowed cheek. 

And forehead mild, my soul could trace 
The features loved in childhood weak. 
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I thought on the paternal cot — 
The circle round its evening flame- 



« And my lips moved, hut murmured flot — 



I could not speak my Father's name 



Two youthful Friends beside him stood, 

Whom early death had snatched away ; 
The one — of those who, humbly good, 

Seek the mild virtues to display. 
He moved in no eccentric course, 

Allured by Passion or by Pride ; 
He knew no vice, felt no remorse. 

But meekly lived, and calmly died- 



& The other— O how different He ! 

-^ Him Genius cherished as a son ; 

Th' unfading wreath of Poesy 

He looked on as already won. ^> •^ 

Through untried regions plumed to range, 

His Muse had just essayed to fly, 
When he exchanged — a great exchange ! — 
Glory on earth, for Bliss on high. 

A once-loved Form stood next and last, 

A lovely vision — pure — and still-^ 
Whose living charms had all surpassed 
That bloom by Breamish or by Till. 
jii She seemed no fairer than of old, — 

But then there was a. fixedness 
jg Of beauty on her cheek, that told 

It never could be more — or less ! 

My very heart within me yearned 

To see these visitants divine ; 
Nor was it long before I learned 

Their spirits held discourse with mine ! 
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* There was no word, or turn of eye-; * 

-B" Upon mv ear no music stole ; * 

-ft" r J ^ 

* But yet there was communion high^ — * 

* The silent talk of soul with soul ! * 
-ft. « 
•ft. « 



* * My past career they marked with blame, « 
]^ Its thoughtless faults, its deeper crimes ; "8 
^ They bade me quit the race of Pame, ,« 
J^ An.d run for nobler prize than Time's. ,% 

* 1^ "The fame," they said, " by man bestowed, * 
-^ Fills not the hieh, immortal soul ; * 
-* The glorious wreath conferred by (Jon, ^ 



* Sh;ill bloom — when Earth has ceased to roll ! 2 



-ft! " Death is at hand — that throwing down 5 

■Qt ' v 

-ft! Of barriers which the soul confine — 

J9> When the pure heart shall gain a crown : 

-ft> ■»•«- 

"Why not that heavenly crown be thine ? 

^ By prayer — by prayer — unfile thy heart, * 

<8- -81 And join us in eternity ! — « 

te j^ For ! retain this truth — Thotj aet, * 

* -9= i I,.. * 

<8 ^ And NEVER CANST THOir CEASE TO BE !'' * 

* 

]* * These words form the moral of " The Pelican Island " — the finest <% 

of all the fine poems of James Montgomery. c& 

-& " Thou art, and thou canst never cease*to be ! " ^ 
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00 liomaii, <^ii[ *C®oimm. 




1830. 



rOMAN, fair Woman, thou breakest on man 

As the dawn, of a bright summer day 
Shines forth on a vapour unooloured and 
wan, 
And kindles it up by its ray — 
Till, quite metamorphosed, it rests in the sky, 

A radiant and purified thing — 
And meet, as it seemeth to Fancy's bold eye. 
An Angel to lure from the wing ! 

"Woman, fair Woman, thou breakest on man, 

Like that summer dawn beaming above. 
And man is that vapour unooloured and wan. 

Till touched and illumed by thy love. 
Then, changed and enkindled, he glows in thine eye, 

From all that degraded him free — 
High-thoughted, and pure as the cloud in the sky, i 

Yet wishing no Angel but Thee ! 
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I W ritten in anticipation of a Eeforui Bill.] 



is sweet to perceive the first efforts of 

Spring ; 
To watch, the buds tenderly, timidly ope ; 
To feel at one's heart the pure freshness 

they bring, 
'Till the languid heart leaps to the promise 
of Hope ! 
Of spring talks yon blue sky, of spring this green land, 
Of spring the gay warblings these valleys that fill — 
Sweet proof that the Mighty Artificer's hand 
Impels the machine of the universe still ! 



God ! dost thou not rule in the armies of heaven ? 

Thy impulse the stars in their courses obey ; 
The lightnings themselves, when the ddrk cloud is riven 

Flash fate as thou biddest, or harmlessly play ! 
And hast thou relinquished the curb and control 

Of man ? Hath thy government ceased from the world ? 
Then whence this unquietness, madnes% of soul ? 

And why are those ensigns of battle unfurled ? 
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! with the strong voice that can still the wild sea. 
Speak peace to the hearts and the passions of men ! 

With the power that hath bidden the winter-clouds flee. 
Let the sunshine of joy gild their dwellings again! 
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s8< «> And with the soft breath that awakens the spring, 

* Breathe over the mind of the nations, Lord ! 

e> That genuine freedom which comes not from king, "^ 



«. 



«> 
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Nor is won, or destroyed, by the conqueror's sword I 




BLEST is the hearth, and* delightful the 
home 
Where Honour and Virtue preside ; 
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But if, for some purpose inscrutable, Thou 
Wilt see over Europe wild Anarchy burst, 

.' let not my country her honoured neck bow ^ 

» To the yoke of that Despot — the vilest — the worst ! ^ * 

S> Give wisdom to guard our old strengths that have stood 

» The beatings of time, as her rocks the rude sea, 

fj 

e> And Albion shall ever o'erlook the blue' flood, 

ft. The first of the nations — the Isle of the Eree ! 

* „ 1832. 



Where the Husband's as kind as the * 

:%> ^"^^ youthful Bridegrooip, '^j 

,{b And the Wife is as fond as the Bride ! ^' 



«J, 



Though the bloom may be fading that lived on her 

cheek, "% 

«> And the fire of his glance may be colder, ^ 

The MIND still is there, true affectiori to speak, ^ 

And the mind never grows any older ! ■* 



■* 
* 
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Wi\t fDiu (!jorn-|icI(Ir) 



1832. 



[These Hneg were addressed to Margaret, or, as. I liked better to call 
her, Peggy Richardson, a young and pretty girl of Calder, on the 
Eoddam estate, with whom I reaped more than ane harvest, and who 
was the heroine of a juvenile poem of mine.] 




HE few corn-fields that tJraven sees 
Tjike patches on her landscape green, 
Wave yellow now in sun and breeze, 
Inviting out the sickle keen. 



But who the sickle bears afield ? 
I see no fair and youthful ban^, 
The peaceful weapon prompt to vicld, 
And clear— with mirth — the waving land. 

A single reaper — (past belief! ) 
Plies awkwardly his lonely toil ; 

He makes the band, he binds the sheaf, 
And rears the shook — without a smile ! 

Yet e'en this sight of single field 
And single reaper, brings to me 

A mood to which I like to yield-^ 
A dream of Roddam fields and thee ! 

On Eoddam's harvest-land, who now 

Bid the hot day unheeded fly ? 
Is there a Maiden fair as thou ? 

Is there a Lover fond as I ? 
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And driving half a field before us 



Ah! where the days -when thou wert nigh, 



•^ The rainbow of vnj darkest day r 
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Dost recollect — when, side by side, 

'® 'Twas ours to lead the jovial band — § 

i * VVith what delight, and heart-felt pride, 

J . I saw thee grace my dexter hand ! § 

■® ■ a 
■® 

^ Dost recollect — 'mid sickles' jar — 

^ How rang, at jests, the laughter-chorus ? 
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Our line, the while, extending far, ij 



<s 



Dost recollect, at resting-time, <3 



Announced by Eoddam's viU^e clock, a 



'^ (Methinks e'en now I hear the chime ! ) e 

^ The squeeze beside the yellow shock ? 



^ ^ 



@ Dost recollect, when evening caifle, 

-© 

# The dance got up with ready glee ? 

4) How active grew each wearied frame ! i « 

-IT ^ "^'^ 

^ How lightly ^Ae» I. danced with thee ! ^s ■< 

■® * ' 

<i> Dost recollect — when half asleep ^ 

4- Thy mother and thy grumbling sire — 

■d The pleasant watch we used to keep 

4 For hours beside the smothered fire ? 

^ For e'en the fair Moon's radiance pure, 

® That trembled through the window blue, 

-I& Along the cottage furniture q 

ki Too strong a light — for lovers^threw ! 



But where art thou ? and where am I ? <5 

And Roddam's corn-fields, where are they ? 
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fe Por fair thou wert ; though ne'er, perchance, 
J.^ So fair as my young fancy drew thee ; — 

'V I see, e'en yet, the roguish glance 
^ That linked my captive heart unto thee ! 

And when I think of thee, I scarce 
Can think of thee as differing aught 

Prom her who once inspired my verse — 
Though in myself a change is wrought. 



g The reaper's part that once I borp 
'^ Untired, I could not bear again ; 

'f And did thy sire make fast the door, 
''■; I could not enter at the patte ! 

r 

^ The toilsome day would slowly pass ; 

f Reflection nought could bring but woe ; 

€; And for the evening dance, alas I 

'• One Scottish reel would make me blow. 

' ; Suppose us met in Roddam field-^ 

' I verging towards my fortieth year, 

'^ And thou not far behind — to wield, 

& As once we did, the sickle clear ; 

We could not chose but laugh — or weep ; 

The last would be my first emjiloyment, 
To feel emotions — long asleep— 

Re-Avakening but to past enjoyment ! 

Is that the hand I loved to grasp ! 

Thine cannot be that cheek so wan ! 
Nor thine that waist ! I used to clasp 

A waist that my two hands could span ! 
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Alas ! the trutli we might have known, 

But would not, flashes on us now — 
That TOTJTH MTTSX PLY J for it Itath flown, 

And ceased to love have 1 and thou ! 

On Eoddam fields another race 

The part we took of old, have ta'en ; &, 

They toil — or toy — in each dear place & 

That ne'er shall meet our elance again ! & 

f 

Thus when a boy on Beaumont Side, ^- 

(A scene that is not strange to thee) g 

I saw the heath-bloom in its pride )^ 

Bend to the kiss of mountaia bee : c 

And bees and blooms, no doubt,„are rife ^ 

By Beaumont still ; but never — never — ■ p 

Shall tJwse I saw in early life t-; 

Be seen again by that sweet river ! g 



— ^Well ; time does but to us award 
The fate by millions felt before ; 

And / am Roddam's youthful latd, 
Thou Calder' s fairest flower no more ! 
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1832. 



BGAIN the sweetest season: wakes, 
Again the bud is on the tree — 
A sight, my Ellen, which it makes 
Me pleased and sad at once, to see. 

the joy which Nature |eels, 
As in my youth's departed prime ; 
I feel — ^what every shrub reveals — 
The tender beauty of the time. 



" But ah ! to think — while Nature keeps 
All unimpaired her mighty power, 

Clothing as richly plains and steeps 
As in the earth's primeval hour — 

" To think that I, if natural length 
Of years withhold me from the urn, 

"With feebler pulse and waning strength. 
Must hail each future spring's' return ! 

" To think that, laid at last in clay. 
No more for me shall earth bee clad 

In all the young spring's fresh array — 
My spirit sinks, and I am sad!" 

Prompt was my Ellen's kind reply 
To check the low, despondent strain : 

" Nay, for a smile exchange that sigh," 
She said, " and triumph, not complain ! 
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}> " From life's long blast 'twere very sweet it 

To feel, with every spring that blows, <§^ 

^*^ We draw more near the calm retreat <& 
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In which the weary find repose. 4, 

But shall we stoop from Paynim founts 4^l 

I To draw the solace Paynims drew ? ^' ■* 



(fc 



* No, no ! the Christain's spirit mounts, ^p^ 

And soars above yon vault of blue — «. 

(i, " There sees, in a serener clime, f-l 

•ft. 



" Our spring-time flies with smile and song. 

Swift as the sun-gleam o'er the lea ; 
But ! what words may teU. the long, 
I Dark, winter -time of misery f 






Its beauty faintly typifies ! ' 



■" Spring-flowers are types of huinan bliss, 4 

I So beautiful — so fraU their fotos : %. 

^ Nor do we name our woes amiss^ 4j. ^ 

The blight of frosts, the crush of storms. 



f 



* 
4> 



4! 



A fairer spring evolve its bloom, ■^ 

Untarnished by one touch of time — 4 
ITnsaddened by a single tomb ! — 

"Where happy souls — their troubles o'er, ■^ 

Their weariness and worldly strife — 

Bathe in the streams for evermore, 4 

Whose every swell is bliss and life ! 4* 

4 

"Now, love, exult, to think, with me, ■*" 

% Each spring but sees us nearer rise -it 

* To that Land of Felicity % 
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Wcthertotc (Haue. 



1833. 



[This is a remarkable fissure in a rock, ratlier than a cave, into which 
a torrent is constantly poured. I was forcibljf struck with the con- ' 
traat hetween this scene of noise and tumult, and the quiet and 
sHence of the church and chiu-chyard of Chapel-le-Dale, which are 
within a little distance of it.] 




FapIS rugged descent, and this horror 
sublime, 
The gloom of these cayes excavated by 

Time; 
This far fall of waters T^hich, crushed by 
their fall, 

Are hovering — in mist — round each moss-covered -wall ; 
The roar of their tortures, ere upward they swell 
Over rocks that seem tinted with colours of Hell ! — 
And these shadows shall lour, and these waters shall 

rave, 
Till the last trumpet echoes o'er Wethercote care ! 

What calmer, what holier emotions prevail 
In the breast that beholds thee, sweet Chapel-le-Dale ! 
And ! when I think on the struggle, the strife. 
The pomp, and the pride, and the nonsense of life, 
And know that all ends, when the turmoil is past, 
In the quiet and oakn of the churchyard at last, — 
The toils of the learned, and the feats of the brave. 
Seem the vain noise of waters in Wethercote cave ! 
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Ulith S^undin^ ^t^p. 



1833. 



[These lines are founded on the foUowing fact :— "Some thirty years ago 
two boys, sons of a gentleman in Malham, left their home in search 
of birds' nests. Arriving at the top of a lofty crag, called Cam Scar, 
the' elder, an adventurous little fellow of five or six years old, de- 
scended the tremendous precipice, and having, secured a hawk's nest, 
was returning to the summit, when, stooping to pluck a knot of 
cowslips, he lost his hold and fell. His brother, too young to under- 
stand what had happened, found his body at the foot of the rock, and 
after repeatedly shaking it, returned home, quite unconcerned. " I 
shook him very hard," said he, in answer to his father's inquiries, 
"but he was sowid asleep""] 




ITH bounding step, and laughing eye, 
YoungEdgar sprang his sire to hail — 
The child had rambled far and high 
Among the crags of Malhamdale — 

■}' See, father, what a pretty wreath 
Of flowers ; — I would their names I knew ! — 
I found this bright one on the heath. 
Its golden leaves all moist with dew. 

■' This, father, is a primrose pale, 

I knew it in its hazel bower — 
But every child within the dale 

Knows, as I think, the primr.ose-liower. 
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" 0, this small bud 'twas hard td spy ! 

Deep in a mossy cleft it grew ': 
With nought to look at, save the sky, 

It seems to have imbibed its blue !" 

Ifot yet, perchance, had Edgar sijayed 
The prattle, to a parent dear ;• 

But — " Why," the anxious fath* said, 
" Is Henry, with his flowers, not here r ' 

" My brother ? O, I had forgot, ' ' 

The little rosy boy replied, 
" I left him in the wildest spot — 

Asleep — yon mighty crag besidt." 
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"Asleep, my boy?" — "Yes, father. We 

A hawk had startled from a chink ; 
And, on the crag's top leaving van, 

My brother clambered round its brink. 

" Soon did I hear his shout of glee — 
The nest became his instant prize ; 

When, clambering back his way to me, 
A knot of cowslips caught his 'eyes. 

"He stooped, and disappeared. .Some time 
I stood and watched the hazel «hoot. 

By which my brother up might climb ; 
At last I sought the crag's green foot : 
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"I found him lying on the sward. 
The grassy sward beneath the steep ; 

I shook, and shook him very hard: — 
But, father, he was sound asleep." 
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The father shrieked the lost one's name ! 

Young Edgar heard, and held his breath ; 
For o'er him, with a shudder, came 

The thought that he had been with — Death ! 

He led them to the fatal spot. 

Where stUl and cold his brother lay, 

Within his hand the cowslip-knet 
That lured his heedless foot astray. 

That cowslip-knot shaU never pour 
Its sweets again on summer gale, 

And that poor boy shall never nSore 
Climb the wild crags of Malhamdale ! 



J Itnotti tliou Soc'si mt 



1834. 



rWritten after reading some sermons by the late Dr. Adam Clark.] 




KNOW thou lov'st me, hast at heart 
My mortal and immortal weal ; 
That mine hath been a thankless part, 
I bitterly and deeply feel. 
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In pride of hearh, as manhood can-fe, 
I sought me paths abhorred by thee ; 

Forsook thy worship and thy name ; — 
Ent thou hast ne'er forsaken me ! 

JFy father's God ! I recollect 
Escapes in that abandoned time* 

And own and bless the liand that checked 
My course upon the verge of crime. 

Was this not for my Father's saka? 

For thus of old thy promise ran, 
That thou wouljlst ne'er thy favoilr take 

From offspring of the righteous. man. 

In bloom of being, one by one, 
I saw my young companions die ; 

Thy work in me was not begun — 
I was unfitted for the sky ! 

Yet not by shock of crushing ill 

Spok'st thou " in thunder " fronl above ; 

To mc thy Mercy — in the " still, 

Small voice " of hlessings — whispered love. 



The hand that made the heart, full well 
Its nature knows. Like early fain. 

On mine's dry soil thy goodness fell, 
And made it soft to bloom agaia ! 



%l 



Blest in my basket and my store. 

Blest in my children, wife and home, 

Ifeel thou lov'st me — ^and no more 
Would I from thee perversely roam. 
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effect, upon wHoh, I am told, almost everything in the acted drama 



% 1834, 

<^ j ■ <» 
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ji it [" To Miss Cureeu, op Eshton Hall, Yorkshihe. <s>- 

^ |[ "Madam, — The scene of the following attempt is laid in Cravex, and % 

<jj- if. the period to which it refers is the year 151S. Though it bears the ■*- 

^ form and the name of a Drama, I presume not to think that it will i 

j> suit the theatre — having Had no opportunities of studying stage- ■# 
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f- A DRAMA. -& 
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depends. Myiitmost expectation wiU be realised, if, in these pages, 

J. I have produced a series of connected scenes, capable of giving ^ 

jfr pleasure in the closet, — by their Uveliness of dialogue, by their deve- 'i^ 

^ lopmcnt of character, and by their pictures of landscape and man- It 

g> ners. Humble as this hope may appear to some, I submit my -^ 

- present effort with unaffected difUdence. An adv^nfrjre in a walk of Y 

literature hitherto untried by me, and very differeilt, too, from that -i^ 

^ in which I have been cheered by some public favour, I have mis- '^ 
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fe givings as to its reception, which it were vaiji to disguise. But -^ 

^ whatever may be its ultimate doom, it goes forth to the world imder T 

^ one advantage, with one charm, which, in the circle (not a small one) # 

pervaded by your gentle and kindly influence, will secure for it at ^ 

least a fair hearing — the charm, Madam, of Yoifti name, the advan- •# 

J. tage of YOUE PROTECTION. "S 

" That you may long live to dispense happiness anS to feel it in return '1S- 

^ — to foster genius, to encourage literature, and fo feed the poor — to 2 

maintain, in a word, the high character which, several years ago, I "9 

did not invent /oc but copy from you — the character of a lady who ^ 



MakeH every blestsing. evory prayer her own,' ^ 
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^j.^ .... 'where'er her name is known, 

<>^ 

■fr 

■a- it 41 



is the sincere wish of, Madam, your most obedient and obliged '^ 

i, servant, .y 

i- . " KoEERT Story." -^ 

J- " Gargrave, April, 1839." -:t 

ft. <))- 

g. Such was the Dedication of the first edition of this drama, which was 4)- H^ 

received with more indvdgence by the critics than I had anticipated 
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All praised it as a composition ; several allowed that, with certain 
alterations, it might succeed on the stage. I have no opinion on the 
suhject. I shall merely state how it happened"that I wrote it. 
Having now been settled in Craven — as it then seemed — for life ; hav- 
ing hecome attached to its localities as well as ^to its people ; I still 
cherished a love for the scenes of my hoyhood and youth ; and I was 
anxious to find a story — with some foundation in history — which 
would enable me to connect my native with my adopted district. I 
found the very story I was in search of, in the union of the two great 
Houses of Percy and Clifford, which took place in the early part of 
Henry the Eighth's reign. I wrote nearly the whole drama in 
18-34; hut it was not published till 1839, when my political songs 
had invested me with some litde celebrity.] 



ACT I. 



SCENE I. 



Subterranean apartment im the Hostelry otJnn at Kilnsei/. 
At a rude table, garnished with drinking -vessels, sit a com- 
pany of men in jerkins and armed. 



Henky f sings j 

E Host of Kilnsey keeps good, ale, 
But then 'tis charged a p\aok the pot 
_ The Skipton Brewers seldom fail, 
n But then, the churls, they give it not. 
ffl The knaves may keep their cellars shut — 
A holier gust is yours arid mine : 
e liberals like a liberal butt, 
The butt that holds the Abbot's wine. 

Chorus. — The knaves may, &o. 

The monks of Sawley love good ch6er. 
But love to keep it to themselves ; 
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Scene I. 135 

At Malham there is foaming beer, 

But few to drink it save the elves. 
And these prefer the gelid wave 

That from the Eall leads out its line; 
But when we sit in Gennet's cave, 

Our choice is still the Abbott's wine. ^ 

Chorus. — Afl-d these prefer, &c'. 

King Harry is a monarch bold. 

But here his power is little felt ; 
We rule as Eings of wood and wold, 

Our bright Toledo* at our belt. 
We keep our fair dominions thus — ^Drawing kin sword. » 

If or envy him his right divine ; 
We make the Church pay tithe to uS, ^ 

And merrily quaff the Abbot's wine; 

Chorus. — We keep our fair dominions thus, &c. 

All drutv. _^ 

HmiiY.- — A truce to song. My voice is out tune.^^ 
They do us -wrong, my Brothers of the night 
And of the forest, blithe and br^ve as e'er ^ 

Sung catch or shot a deer in merry Sherwood, ^ 

When Eobin Hood was the bold monarch there — 
They do us utter wrong who style us Outlaws. 
'Tis true wo love the greenwood, press for couch 
The mountain heather — strewed upon the floor 
Of some rock-vaulted cavern — and 'tis true, 
When whim commands, our arrows mark the deer. 
Marked fondly by Lord Clifford as his own. 
'Tis also true, that when to dine we sit 
Beneath the spreading oak, if thirst awake, 
We slake it with a draught of noble vintage, 
Cooled in some vaults we wot of. But it is 
Most incorrect to call us, therefore, Outlaws. 
Wo live as men o'th' world, who clothe themselves 
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* 
I* 
I* By fleecing well their neigh-bours ; only.wc, 



iS-K Too honourable to imitate tbeir meanntss, 

*|* Take that hy force which they obtain hf fraud. 

J|* \_The door flies open. 

*S* To arms ! there is intrusion — \ Enter the Host. 

I* Kindly meant, though, 

Ji* And therefore welcome. ' Tis our ancient Host, 

Jl* Good Haeman Trueman. "Wherefore, -ftrorlhy friend, 

* * This visit at so late an hour ? It mtist 

Be ne:ir the time when skylarks stir their wings 

To quit the dewy mead-flowers. But I judge 

Thy guests so long have revelled, they have left 

But empty casks at Kilnsey; and thou com' st, 

Most wisely com'st, to quaff with us of Fottntains. 

Quaff then, and tell us — if the truth wont choke thet — 

How far the Abbot's wine exceeds thine own. 

One fault it has ; but that is found, good Trueman, 

Neither in taste nor hue, and Sawley's' vaults 

Shall furnish the corrective. 

Host. . . Noble souls ! 

The Abbot's vintage is indeed delicious! 
But much I fear the end of this wild course, 
Which gives you thus to drink the wine of Abbots, 
Is hurrying on ; and that these eyes must soon 
Ilain tears as copiously as April skies. 
To see you caper, every breeze's pastime, 
'Twixt heaven and earth ; or mark your grinning heads 
Blacken on Skipton's gate-way. 

Hknkv. . . . Kind old man, 
I well believe that thou wUt weep for us. 
But drink again ! 'Twill greatly help the flow 
Of tears whose fount hath long been frftzen up, 
And every drop, when thus distilled from wine, 
"Will be more worthy of the friends it falls for. 






* 




^»^^^»»*»»jj_»$»»j$^»»j^g»$»fe£fe^»^^ 






■» 



<» 



^E 



«! 



I 



)8, Have kindled in thy cranium — where till now 









>g Scene I. 137 SI* 



* ^ Host. — Well, well, ye heed me not. And since it is so, ^ 

* ^ Since moral precepts and advices sage ^ 
^ (^ Glance from your bosoms, as the pointod steel <8< 
^ (^ From warrior's breast- plate, I must tell my tidings; <« 
4< J| And mark me, tidings that involve a project, «( ;^ 

* ?* "Which, deftly managed, will insure you sport ^; ^ 
Richer than frightening monk, or robbing convent 
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* 



Omnes. — Name it! * 

«< 

» Host. . . Perchance ye know my roof to-night ,^ 

Is honoured by two ladies. Passing fair '^ 

^ ^ Are both ; but one — by good St. George of Kilnsey ! '*} «> 






My Father's saint and mine — that one's an Angel ! •*< 

^ When Margery was young, she rolled, methought, "aj 

As fine an eye as ever beamed through lash ; ^ 

^ But with this stranger's matched, 'twere as that taper * 



■*( 



^ Against the star of evening ! 

»• Hfinet Fair indeed *) 

^ Must be the maid thou talk'st of, since her charms ■*) 



)J Idea ne'er was bred that deeper reached ^, 

^ ^ Than spirit -vault, or higher rose than Ijoard <8( 

■* ^ At which thy topers congregate — a flash -^ 



^ So very bright that it might half illumine 

^ A poetaster's page ! — But for the projeo't, c8< 

^ What would st advise ? <s< 

Host Catch Yorkshire, friend ? Not so. * 

* ... "^ 

ifo What if I said this falcon, come to flauSit *( 

^ In Ceavest skies, might weU repay the lure ? 

^ That every feather of her wing outweighs 



«< 



A good Eing Harry's broad-piece ? My description «; 



^ Might lead you into guilt, and Truemafs conscience, -^ ^ 

?* Light as a child's, might with a load be'burthencd, *^ * 
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Henky. — Here ends the Outlaw ! 



IS 



That it were best ye share among yourselres. 
JSTo, no ! I'm but a Guide-post — standing so — 

\_ExtlndjS his arm. 
To point the way that leads you on to fortune, 
Or seems to lead ; but into that same way 
I force no man to enter. 

HBXEr Honest Ha,rmaii, » j^ 

T own thy prudence and morality. 
But say, what is the service to be done, 
And who the nymph that asks it ? 

Host Why, the service 

Is but to lead the Northern (/avaloade 

'J'hrough this wild land of ours, to Sawlet Abbex ^ % 

And the fair nymph that asks it, is the same g 

I just described you. ^ 

Henkt. — And her name, dull proser r 

Host The Lady Margaret Peec v. 

[Heney starts up, and strides through the apartment in a 



state of great excitement. He then gives the Host a sign 

to withdraw, which is oleyed with maflcs of deference % 

and humility. 



# 



PiRsi Outlaw Por a play so good 'g 

It ends too soon. 

Henet Farce, friend, a wretched farce, J 

In which I've played the part of chief buffoon, 

But shall no more. A nobler stage awaits me, 

A nobler part demands my energies. 5 

NoKTON, a word with you. 

\_Exeuri,t Henry and Norton, and re-enter Host 
speahing. 
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Scene I. 139 



Host By good St. George 1 

"Why, what's up now? I met the Chief and Norton, 
"Who pass'd me like the wind ; and, sopth to say, 
® Have almost taken mine in. that strait passage ! 

First OuTLiW. — That speed, my friend, hodes no good 
speed to thee. 

Host. — ^What ! how ! Hath there heen treachery ? 

FiBST Outlaw. . . . Calm thy fears. 

The Chief hath turned devout, that's all, and means 

To join his monkish sire in chanting hymns, 

@ And calculating horoscopes. 

® 

@ Host 'Tis time 

So wild a colt should own the curh, and learn 

To go in harness. 

FiKST Outlaw. . . . Dost thou take it so .' 
"When it is sure as Eilnsey Crag itself,; 5 

That thou mayst whistle for thy gains. 

Host. Well be't so ; 

Old Trueman hath enough of wealth. 

Second Outlaw. . . . Come, come ; 
Pretend not this indiiferenee, but confess <S- 

Thou lik'st the chink of gold, wouldst rather hear 
The music of a thousand good broad-pieces 
JingKng at once, than that of Sunday bells 
Chiming to chapel. 

Host Why, for -that, they both 

Are too familiar to afford a joy 
Superlative from either — thank the saint ! 
But, to say truth, my pleasure is not in 
A rush, or sudden overllux of fortune, 
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140 Act I. 



"Which might deprive me of my footing, and 
Take sense away i'th' current. 

EiEsi OniLAw Thou dost like 

To see it come in gentle rill, as streams 
The wine from out the cask. 

Host Precisely so ; 

And thou hast pilfered my comparison. 
— The heir of others' wealth knows not- the joy. 
The honest joy of him who makes his own. 
To start in life with little ; with keen eye 
And ready hand, to watch and seize the first 
Advantage-step in Fortune's upward ladder ; 
To lay the future pj'ramid's broad base 
With piece on piece, as day succeeds to day ; 
To see it rise and rise, and yet to know; 
There is not in the growing heap a coin- 
But was placed there by labour or by thought. 
The hand's work or the head's; — this, this is pleasure ! 

FiKsi Outlaw. — I thank thee, Harman, for that homily, 
Learned at the tap — it could be leamedibut there — 
Where each day hoards its little mite of" gain. 

Second Outlaw. — A mite vsrould buy the widow's ten 
times doubled, 
Or else good water's costly. 

TniuD Outlaw That rSmark, 

Old Harman, is too bad. He means to'say 

The Whauf hath some acquaintance wij,ti thy wine. 

Host. — The river, like his wit, is far'bencath 
The level of my cellar. 



Omhes (laughing J. 



Well said, Trueman. 



i 






^>5 



^ 












-S'cf«?- 7. 141 

Second Outlaw. — But water may be carried, good 
mine Host : 

Host. — And your wit cannot. 

First outlaw. — Why ? Is it so heavf ? 

Host. — No ; 'tis too light — 'tis nought, which he who 
winnows 
Will not have even chaff for his reward. 

Second Outlaw. — Thou'rt sharp sir. But the Crag 
hath nearer springs, 
A.nd cooler than the river. 

Host I know' brains 

To which the springs of Kilnsey, if applied, 
^ With a slight tinge of Ehenish, might be useful. 

So useful as to give the name of virtue 
To the considerate knavery that bilked them. 

^A general laugh. 
But when I showed 

The joy of saving cash, I meant not thait 
Of him who hoards it for its own vile sake. 
I meant the pleasure of a man who cares* 
As little for the dross which men call gold 
As any one that hears me ; but who lov.es 
The independence and the power it gives. 
And, for their sakes, would strain each nerve to gain it 
By fair and honest means. 

First Outlaw. . . . Dost glancfe at us 
In these sagacious saws r 

Host /glance at ye ! 

Rest every cask on its own end, say I. 

To him that stands on Whernside-top, our Crag 2bV^ 




Appears a mole-hill ? so what 1 might deem p 
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* * 
^ A crime, or fault, to your exalted eyes c8- 

ff, May seem a frolic. ^ 

*> * 

^ Thirii Outlaw. — Canst thou, in consistence <8- 

9, "With thy new-found morality, take that, ^j- 

* [Throwing doiJbn a piece of Money . J - 

* And bring us its equivalent in wine ? %- % 
» * «j 

* Host. — Most surely, Sir ! with pleasure. * * 
» «- 
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J I* Thihd Outlaw What, although «; 

^ * 'Twas taken from a Bishop, honest Trueman ? * 

<«- * c8- 

* * Host. — If thou hadst said 'twas taken from the Devil, * 

'Twere nought to mo. Thou shalt have beverage * 

* Pit for a King — imported from the Rhine. * 

* 4- 

* Second Outlaw. — And innocent of Wharf ? * 
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* FiEST Outlaw. , . . Come, come : we ioke * 

* The honest man too far. Away, and put * 

* That piece upon the pyramid. * 

* * , * 

* * BosT. f Going out. J ... I will, * 

* * But not while thou art here. [Aside and exit. * 



* 



5 * FiEST Outlaw Shrewd knave ! * 

* * The very pink of publicans, whose rule is ^ 

* * Never to contradict a guest's opinion * 
*; * That bears a goodly purse. * 
«- » «- 
X I Second Outlaw Enough of him. '^ 



J Z What of our Leader ? Will he quit the pack ? J 

X % Oi^ hunt with us as erst ? His opening note * 



cO, j^ \jr liuiiu WJ-l-iJ. uo ao Clou ; axxs ujjciiiuj^ liOLts 

* * Gives token that the scent lies strong. * 



* FiESi OuTLA-W. . . . Nor, doubtless, * 

* Is the fair Hind unworthy of the chase ; * 
^1* And M'c will drink success to him. — Host ! Host ! f Callinn. f 
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t t God mend them ! t 



■e. 



■e. dj. 

# Scene I. 143 , <^ 

•ft. <5J- 

^ Host f entering J. — Coming, ye madcSps! coming. ^ 
There — \_Setting tlte Wine on the Tabl( 

<*" PiEST Outlaw Fill round. — ^ 

-#> . . ■# 

#■ Now — standing- — drain a bumper ; then to cover : ■4) 

* " Soon may the noble Doe from northern woods 



^ ft. Be captive in his toils !" <^ 

[^All drink and a general huzza follows. ^ 

i|^ Kind Host, adieu. ^ 

Broad be the basis of thy pyramid, ^ 

^ And may its height match "Whemside. ^ 

J Host Thanks ! {_i:xeunt Outlaws. | 



* Yet if he did, it would not mend my profits. ^ 
self — self — self ! — How virtuous one might be, ^ 

* If it cost nought to be so ! 

t SCENE II. 



<^ 



^ Kilnsey Crag. Hrnet and Norton discovered at the base 

t of it. % 

^ Henry. — O ! to have seen her, Norton, in these arms, ^j 

^ Pale as a lily — pale as if the death f 

*• These arms had saved her from, had found her there ! 

^ Then to have watched returning colour faintly 

*• Shine throuffh the white — as dawn's red clouds through <5 

^ mist ! 

^ . '^ 

■^ And ! returning light to that fair eye ^ 

^ Which opened on me like the star of Morning — ^ 

^ Heavens ! 'twas a moment and a rapture, worth * 

J All the best hours and feelings of my life ! 

* NoKTON. — A tender moment, and a fortunate 

«> ¥ 

■fe -iw 

^ . ■\k 
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144 .-irf /. 

For a disclosure of your name and love, 
By ■which, of course, you profited. 

Henet It seems 

Indeed, a time most opportune. But, Norton, 
We are made up of inconsistencies. 
I hardly know, e'en yet, why I let 'sctfpe 
That golden moment. Something I had learned 
Of visit to these wilds ; and it might he 
That my romantic fancy nursed some soli em e 
Of gay adventure — some surprise — when she 
Should grace my native scenes. 

NoETON But your return 

To the wild hand of old associates, 

And leading them in wrong, or in excess. 

Seems a strange hurying of new hopes. 

Henet It may. 

Yet think of hahit, Norton. And besides, 
Perchance I thought my band of gallant Putlaws 
Might be of use to aid whatever plan 
Should catch my wayward humour. 

Norton And they WiU; 

Depend upon their faith, and zeal to serve you. 

Henet, — You touch the very point on which I want 
Your best co-operation. As I told you, 
This Outlaw farce must terminate. Myself 
"Will counsel D'Eston, !Ferrand, and the rest. 
Your word will weigh with the inferior names. 
And eke with those brave peasants, whom our leading 
Hath somewhat injured. Go, my friend; share this 

[ Gives him a Purse. 
Among my humble followers, and assure, Ihem 
That if they now abandon this wild life, 
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» Scene II. 145 ^|* 

* And settle down to honest villagera, 

* That small donation of their grateful Chief 

* Shall often be repeated. Act with firmness. ■*; 
J* My order, tell them, is imperative. 
I* Thai they must understand ; yet mildly say it, 

* Kor wound a single feeling. — Pardon me 
A' caution which I feel your prudence -needs not. <a 

g Farewell a while. Eemember. [IJxit Henry. .^ 

«. 

I* NoBTOs f" solus) Yes— -I swear it ! 

* Bear witness, ye pale stars, I will remember ! <8< 
^ If thou and thine had covered me with favours ; •>» (^ 
^ If my House — which is ancient as thine own — ig, ^ 
>S Had been distinguished by the courtesies 



*; 
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» Lavished on richer, not on better men : •» !* 



)B> I might have been forgetful — like the .world. % 

1^ )e> If thou and thine had ne'er o'ershadowed me, .^ 

|5 >e» As the proud oak the shrub ; if thou — ay, thou — * 

3 X)) Hadst never crossed my path, nor dashed my hopes, ;* 



^ )ej E'en where my dearest feelings were concerned ; ^ 

)^ I might have been forgetful. But deep wrongs, 

^ And slights that cut like wrongs, and — worse than all 



\g, That show of kindness to disguise a heart 

^ Of haughtiness and pride, demand remembrance ! 

I* To benefits the memory is a sieve, 

(* Wlich injuries will not pass through. Be it so. --a 

|g Mine shall be treasured here — ^uutil avenged ! [Exit. <w 
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Kilnsey Crag as hefore, hut IrigUened by the advancing 
morn. Cathleen discovered near tJte base. To her 
enter Eoddam. 

EoDBAM. — Sweet dawn, and sweet Cathleen, met in a 
place 
Both, wild and sweet! — why, you at least, 'Cathleen, 
Have entered early on the pleasant trifling. 
That brings your Lady to the emerald drfles 
And craggy hills of Craven. [ Contemplates the Crag. 

Well, this rock. 
Which hangs its rugged, high, and beetling mass, 
As if a touch might hurl it to the plain. 
Is worthy the attention it arrests. 
So, doubtless, thinks Cathleen? 

Cathleen In sooth, fair sir, 

Cathleen had other musings, 

RoDDAM 0, no doubt ; 

Such as young maidens will have, who have faith 
In their own loveliness. 

Cathi,e''n. . . . Nay, Eoddam, hear : 
I had a dream last night. 

Eoddam I guess, so, sweet. 

You dreamt last night, and you are dreaming now. 
As soldiers dream, of blood — {she starts) 1 only mean 
Of bleeding hearts, and conquests. In your vision, 
How many Knights of Craven, fair Cathlpen, 
Bound in the magic circle of your gaze. 
Paid their devoirs. 

. Nor quite a hundred, sir. 




'^ 



score. 



iScene III- 1-17 

EoDDAM. — Ha, well ; but fifty r — twent}- ? — ten or five ? m-f& 

@- - 

Cathleen. — ^Nay, more than five or ten. i think a ®- 
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EoDDAM. — By Venus, a fair number to select from ! 
I hope the vision gave you time to choose ? 

Cathleen. — It did, and I made choice. 

EoDBAM Now, kind Cathleen, 

YoTi crucify me ! Do not jest too far. 

You know my temper, and you know my heart. 

Cathlken.— The one's like summer lightning, and the 
other 
Like winter snow. 

EoDDAM. . . . My heart's not cold, Cathleen. 

Cathleen. — Indeed I would not have it so. 

EoDBAM You would not ? 

Then are you kind as beautiful ; and I 

Must thank you thus — [^Attempts to embrace her. 

Cathleen Presume not so, bold sir. 

This was in not in my dream — which is a trifle 
Too light for Eoddam's ear. 

RoDDAM By heaven, you wrong me I 

"When Cathleen speaks, the ear of Eoddam finds 

No music in the tones of harp or lute ! J 2 

Forgive my levity. I long to hear 

The dream that to my Cathleen' s beauty lends 

The uharm of pensiveness. 

('athlebn It seemed, at first, 

"We still were on our journey from the.Xorth. 
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148 -4<Y I. 

The vales of Tyne, of Teea, and streamy lire, 
I saw again, as in a picture. Then 
We reached a Dell which, ever as we went, 
Narrowed and deepened, and at last closed in 
Dark as a cavern. As we stood, methought. 
Flashed the red lightning. Peal on peal, the roar 
Of thunder followed ; and it seemed the riocks. 
Piled o'er our heads, had each a separate echo. 
Wherewith to mock the elements ! 



KonDAM 

In horror at the tumult ? 



You woke 



Catdleen No; my dream 

Was still prolonged, till deeper horror struck 

The nerves of sleep. The noise of mortal conflict 

Followed the thunder's rattle. Man met man — 

Though whence the foe, or why there wasa foe, 

I knew not — and there rose the clash of arms ; 

And dying groans and garments rolled in hlood 

Attested well the havoc of the strife. 

Anon, I found me in a circle grim 

Of savage figures, and with me enclosed 

The Lady Margaret and the Lad3' Emma, 

AVho shrieked for rescue. To our rescue came 

You tielf, methought. One arm around iQe flung. 

The other wielding its red weapon, — you 

Had almost freed me from the ghastly ring. 

When some one came behind — O God ! — and stabbed you ! 

I saw you die ! 



E,0DDAM. 

I cannot die. 



And sweeter death, Cathleen, 



Caihmen I woke, and hastened forth 

To try if the fresh dawn-breeze would blow oif 
The vapour from my mind. 
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? ///. 149 

EoDnAM And if il will not, 

Love, like the beam that gilds yon mountain mist, 
Shall shine it into beauty ! [_Sounds are heard. 

Hark ! the Crag 
Mutters, as if a hundred hammers plied- 
Their strokes within its bowels, 

Cathlbrn (JiOoTcing out). . It hut echoes 
The trampling of our horsemen, who, last night, 
Sought at a neighbouring town the rest and food 
This village had not. See, they gallop on, 
Half screened by yon tall elms. Their wjiite plumes toss, 
And their arms glitter in the sun. — But who 
Eides at their head ? the monkish dress he wears 
Contrasting oddly with the martial splendour 
Of the gay train behind him. 

RoDDAM Our new Guide; 

The same of whom the Host apprised Lord Fenwick. g 

Cathleen, we must return — by separate routes ; 
And, kind Cathleen, remember that our parting 
Must not bo quite an age. It must not, "sweet. 

Cathleen. — And you remember — to forget my dream ! 

[_I!x-it Cathleen. 

ItoDDAM {solus). — There passed the floWer of Beaumont ! 
destined soon 
To bloom, I trust, amid the bowers of Eoddam. [£xit. 



W 



^ 





■a- 

■8- 
<W- 
«■ 
* 
■8- 
«■ 
«- 
«• 
=8- 
* 
<8- 
■8- 
<8- 
«- 
* 

«- 



» 

S> 

» 

» 
9> 
8> 



* 
<8- 

* 8= 



* 
«- 
■8- 
•S- 
«- 
* 
* 

* 
* 
«- 
«- 
*- 
* 

«- 
* 
«- 
■8- 
«- 
«- 
* 

*|8> 



9> 

S> 

a? 
» 

8> 

8> 
» 



«- 

«- 31 

cS-f 

«-| 

*l 
<S-1 

*l 
"8-1 

«-| 

«-! 
*-| 

<8-! 

*l 
«"i 
*l 
*| 

*"! 

<8-i 

*|* 
■«- 
* 
* 

,>8 



An open Country with Whernside and other hills in the 
distance. Enter Henkt on horsehach in the disguise 
of a Monk {solus). 

Henry. — The holy garb of monks full oft, 'tis said, 
Mantles Hypocrisy ; and. if so, I 
Not much shall desecrate these sacred robes 
By brief assumption. Admirably they 
Will aid my scheme. Under this peaceful frock 
May ambush warlike weapons, prompt tfor use 
If comes occasion; and this hood, cloSe-drawn, 
"Will shade the features which the Lady Margaret 
Might recognise beneath a secular hat! 
— Now, Fortune, smile ! and the fair maiden, wooed 
By Alnwick's princely turrets, shall be won 
Amid the wilds of Craven. [^Exit Henky. 

\_The Prooession feimsisting of Lords, Knights, §-o. Bill- 
men, Archers, ^c. variously armed, and all on horse- 
laoJcJ now appears, headed hy the Lady Mahgaeet 
Pekcy, the Lady Emma Fenwick:, and Cathleen. 
Henky and Roddam, meeting, come forward as if in 
conversation. 

Henky The Tweed, you say ? 

RoDDAM. — Yes. Some good two hours' ride from 
Tweed, is placed 
The mansion of my fathers. 

Henky A fine stream; 

Old ballads say the Tweed is ; I suppose 
A noble river. 
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'Obtains the name. 

Henhy You wear not yet the belt 



EoBDAM 0, for these, 






^ EoDDAM. . . . Why, 'tis somewhat broader <& 

Than any mountain rivulet which here 



"8 



«■ And spur of knighthood ? 

#* > ^ 

«> EoDDAir For that fault thank Fate, ^ 

#. That wrote me Man five years behind the time 

«. "When arms might win them. Since the fight of ^ 

Flobden, '*' 

ft. Our Scottish neighbours have not ventured aught * 

% Beyond a straggUng inroad, made in darkness, "^ 

And ere the mom abandoned — no fair field ^ . 

In which the brave reap laurels. ^ 

^ <$ 

^ Henkt True, and therefore 4f 

^ You come to find them here. 

&■ •# 

^ EoDDAM If laurels grew 

%. ^ In CEAVEif, I do think the sword I beai' 

^ ^ Quite sharp enough to crop them, Fath^. But ^ 

^ % I come on milder purpose. I would find ^ 

a. The m.istress, Pleasure, not the goddess, (ilory, 

* In these soft vales ; and so I deem my friends would. *? 

■© 
Henet. — A goodly number, by the bones of Beckett, 

*^ 

In search of Pleasure ! Can you tell, fair sir, ^ 

The names of half her votaries ? 



« 



■f -^ I would, sir Monk, you heard the lay of Duncan, 

■# ft. Earl Percy's gray-haired Minstrel, which he sung 

<^ * What time the wine-cup sparkled, and this ride ^ 

■ * To Craven was the theme of all ; for then ^f;^ 

2 You might have heard the catalogue, adorned ^* 

*■ With all the pomp of sound and circumstance. * J 

*> He sung how out of castle, hall, and bower, 4^.^ 

*" !; 

■^ f. 
■ft -St"* 
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From Tweed to Tyne, from Cheviot to the sea, 

NoETETjMBEELAND had Called her chivalty ! 

Then, picturing that as blown which yet was folded 

In the intent, his strain described the land 

As saddened by desertion.: " Wansbeck sees 

Each tower she mirrors by its Chief forsaken ; 

The Coquet murmurs of a similar loss ; 

The Till laments her Grey ; the Beaumont mourns 

The absence of her Coupland. Alne alone," 

He sung, " may sea- ward flow in silent- jo)'. 

For she hath still her PEEcy." Ha, ha, ha, \_LaugMng. 

I've caught the Bardic measure. 

Henry Means the song 

That Percy etays behind ? 

EoDDAM It doth so. Father ; 

And sooth it means ; the Earl remains in Alnwick. 

Henet. — And trusts his sister here, and thus ? 

HoBDAM Sir Monk, 

If thou shalt dare insinuate that aught 

Unworthy may befall the Lady Margaret, 

The Lady Emma, or that other Maiden, 

From any noble, knight, or squire thou see'st,- — 

I give thee warning that thy saintly garb 

Will scarce protect thy carcass ! Here there rides 

Not one that would not battle to the death, 

Suffer all tortures — sooner than permit 

A single breath to taint the virgin fame 

Of the least noble yonder ! 

Henry "Why this heat ? 

I meant no slur upon your Northern virtues ! 
But mark me, gentle Squire ! if to returji 
Unscathed from Craven hath in your esteem 
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A feather's weight, — rein in j-our fiery temper 
With firmer hand. There are, and you may meet them, 
Who will not brook what my profession bids me 
Sustain with patience. 

RoDDAM. . . . father, I will tisust 
The sword of Eoddam to defend its master, 
Whene'er th' emergence comes. Of this enough. 
If in my warmth offensive phrase escaped mo, 
I pray you pardon it. I bear a soul 
That scorns to give an insult — ^least of ull 
Where it were safel)' given. 

Hknuy (aside J. ... Ha 1 safely ■' Ha ! 
Soft, fool; he judges of me as I seem, 
And so disarms resentment. 

lloDDAM Did you speak? 

Heuky. — I wot not that I did. I was hut musing, 
And wist not that my thoughts grew into words.— 
But you did name, I think, a Lady Emjria : 
Is she a daughter of the House of Percy ? 

EoDBAM. — No ; of the House of Fenwick. She is sister 
To the young JToble whom you see in speech 
With Lady Margaret. 

HENEr. . . . Bosom friends, of 'course, 
The two fair maidens are ? 

RoBDAM As close their union 

As that of roses intermingling leaves 
On the same stalk. From infancy, thei| sky 
Hath worn one colour — sable now with clouds, 
Now azure all and sunny. Side by side, 
Their valiant Fathers oft rolled back the surge 
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134 Act I. C 

Of Border war; and all was triumph. Death 

Saddened the towers of Wallingion and Alnwick 

At the same time ; for in one week werS slain 

The Penwick and the Percy — one in fight 

With the rude Scot, the Percy by the rabble %. 

Led on by Arohamber. Then brightly rose 

Fair years that bade them cease to sorrow, when, % 

Admired, beloved, and sued for, in one sphere % 

% 

The bright companions moved. The Brothers, too, g 

Prolong the friendship that allied their Fathers ; ^ 

And rumour saya that yet a closer link s 

Will join their future fortunes. g 

Hknkt (rtsjtfo) Hell and death ! f 

RoDEAM. — What moves you so, sir Monk ? J 

Kenky This fiery steed fi 

Chafes underneath a rider little skilled § 

In horsemanship. — But I neglect mine oifice. ^ 

For see, the ladies pause, in doubt, perchance, ^| 

Which of )-on tracks to follow. Sir, adieu. g! 

\Exit Henky. ffl 



EoDDAM {solus). — Beshrew me, but I do admire this 
Monk, 



SCENE V. 

Flashy Wood. NoRTOJT and other Outlaws discovered in 
consultation. 






He is no canting knave, and hath a spirit ^ 

Which better would become a son of Mars, S 

91 
Than one of his calm order. * [_Fxit. *{ 
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IfoiiTON. — We are abandoned, and perhaps — I dread 
To speak the word — betrayed. f| 
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Norton. — I am, 'tis true, devotedly your friend. 
Our interests are the same. In sports and perils 
I have participated; in your fall — 
If that a-waits you — I vrill also share. . 

Omnes.' — Spoke like a man ! 

IS'oETOisr. . . . Yet be not rash, my friends ! 
The Chief hath kindness in his nature stiU 
For the poor devils by himself misled; 
Por proof, behold this purse, which is the bribe 
He offers for submission. I advise 
You take it on his terms. 

Omnes No ! never*! never ! 

NoETON. — Ye are brave spirits. Yet bethink you, 
friends ; 
The very act that spurns his kindness, makes 
His anger sure. 

An Outlaw. . . . His anger I defy ! 
If, after calling us around him- — after 
Encouraging to deeds where Danger sat 
And warned us off — if, after all, he leave us ; 
Nor only leave, but slight ; nor only slight, 
But hint — DiscLOSUEE ! by th' infernal fiend, 
I, for my=^lf. bid him defiance — thus ! 



® 



Omnes (^with energy). . . . Betrayed ! 

Norton '.Be calm. 

It is too true; unless obedience prompt 
To the Chief's mandate, soothe his altered humour. 
And mote, my friends ; of all the gentles leagued % 

With us in revel or in guilt — so, now, 
It suits their mood to term it — I alone 
J ® Remain to head you. Most unfit — 

Omnes. — No ! no ! 
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And sooner will I dye this blade in gore — ■ 
His or my own — than cringe to him, and beg 
With all humility he would not tell 
What we have done beneath his high direction ! 

Omnes [drawing]. — Defiance ! 

Norton. . . Then Defiance be thei word ! — 
Yet hearken me this once. Consider well 
What that bold word imports ! The sword once bared, 
Te do begin a quarrel of which none 
May tell the issue. 

An Ottilaw. . . . No ; themselves begin it, 
By thus deserting and denouncing us. 

The other Outlaws. — ^Most true. 

Norton. — Would I could say 'tis false I — Since, then, 
In spite of every warning, ye resolve 
Th' event to hazard, and to range, as erst, 
A band of gallant Brothers, — here stands one 
Who, though he sees the peril, will not shrink. 
If so ye will, to meet it at your head. 
First, swear ye will be true to me. 

Omnes {hissing their swords). . . We swear ! 

Norton. — And I, as Leader, swear — 

But here comes one 
That must not know of this. \_They sheathe their swords. 

[_£nter. Fanny Ashton. 
A fair gctod day 
To Fanny Ashton. 

Fanny. . . . And to you, fair sirs, 
A better than you're like to have ! 



'€ 



y. 



Norton Why'soi 
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Fanny. — My Father hath missed the snow-'white 
buck, so prized 
By the Lord ClifiFord, and, suspecting harm to't, 
He ranges now the Forest with a band 
Of armed attendants. 

Norton * Twas a noble deer ! 

A savoury haunch of it reposes now 

In Gennet's cave— to which your sire is welcome. 

Fanny. — ^Te are strange madcaps I but I must be 
gone. l^Going. 



What I too truly understood before. 
But I can have revenge. 

Fanny Pr'ythee, how so ? 



Pi j 



NoETON. — No, stay ; I would admire that pretty 
wreath 
Your tasteful skill hath chosen, to set off 
The glossy jet of those wild ringlets, Faimy. ^ 

Fanny. — I meant it not to gain your admiration. 
gl M Norton. — You give me needless pain, by telling me 



§] 



Norton. — By saying, in return, that all in vain 
You rifled dell and mountain for those sweets ; 
For they will wither ere you see the Youth 
To please whose eye you sought and plaited them. « ■j 

Fanny {agitated). — You jest. 

Noston. . . Indeed I do not. And besides, 

He follows one whose artificial gems 

So far outshine these simple natural ones, 

That I do fear he will henceforth despise them. 

»i 
Fanny. — You speak to try me, now ?: ^K 
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* * And seeks a noble mate. The cottage gW, * * 



* * To be liis^wfl? choice; and I suggest * %> 







f * 



* * * 

* NoKTON By'r Lady, no ! <e- ^ 

-8> . . * 5 

* I speak with the most virtuous intent «- a, 

-8= "8- 

* To teach you resignation. Henry's false. «- 

* «- .g, 
•* «- * 

* Fanns-. — Thou'rt false to say that Henry's false, base * * 

* . J ^ J ^ 

* man! * * 

-» He hath a noble nature. * * 

* * * 

* NoETON Right ; he hath ! *|* 



* Cuthbert the Eanger's daughter, m.ay not hope * 



* * A transfer of yonr heart, sweet maid. * 

<S- ^ ■r ' ■ ^ 

* 

* 

<8- 

* 

"8-1* " «■ 

«- 

«- 

<8- 



* Fann? To whom? ^ 

-8= * 

4to ^ 

NoETON. — Would it oifend you if I said — to me ? * 

•» Fastnt. — ^Who may the apple pluck, will scarcely turn * 

* * To take the hip or wild-rasp. ■ * 

* * * 

* * NoETON But the apple * 

* * Being destined for another, may give value * * 

* * To the inferior fruit. * 



* 



eg- * Fanny {taking him apart), — With me, it will not. « 

% %, But this is idle talk. ! teU me aU. * 



* 

* To know the certainty of what I fear, « * 

^ Can but be agony ! <^ •» 

-g. T^ORTON. . . . The talc is brief. ^ * 



You recollect his absence when the moon * 

«■ % Was last at full ? ' Twas then his hap to save, % 

'^ During a hunt, the life of Lady Margaret, % 



* Earl Percy's stately sister; and to lose % 

His heart at the same time. That i^orthern Flower, 1 

Brought from its native scenes to bloom awhile ^ 









* 
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«■ 

^ #. In Craven, your most faithful Lover now 

J ^ Takes means to keep its fragrance to himself. 



# 



ft- 



ft> Fannt. — Then Panny Ashton. is most-miserable ! 

* ^ — He promised he would meet me by this tree, 

* J And in this hour. I flew and culled the wreath ; 
"1^ J For he hath sworn that not the brightest Fair 



In Henry's court so well became her jewels, 



^ As I the flowerets of my native dell ! 

Then would he talk a thousand gay conceits 

* Above the simple thought of woodland girl, 

* Suiting their colours to my face and mind, 

* And telling me in every wreath I made 
ft . . 

ft. Not to omit the violet — which meant truth, 

ft 

ft And this is Henry's truth ! — Off', ofi', vain flowers, 

Rs [ Casting the wreath to the ground. 

(J, There — wither like my hopes I 

ft 

gi NoETON I did not think 

j^ That you would take it so to heart, else I 

J Had told you it less bluntly. 

ft 
ft- 

^ Tour tidings were ! — The prickles on the bramble, 

1^ "Whence I did pluck that rose-bud, from my hand 

**■ Drew forth a blood-drop, which I meant to show 
For Henry's pity — foolish girl ! he leaves 
Thy heart to bleed, and will not pity ! — ! — 

^ Norton. — Be calm, sweet Fanny ; aU will yet be well, 
ft 

* Fannt. — Ay, all will yet be well, when this poor heart 

* And this hot brain have ceased to throb !^The turf 
ft "Will hide my frailties from the eye of sh^me ; 

(^ And pity — I want none of it ! Tell him 



Fanny ! most sharp 



S> That Fanny Ashton hath no memory 

ft 

ft. That ever Henry lived ! \JExit Fannt. 

ft 















An Outlaw. 
She will go mad. 
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Alas, poor girl ! 



Act I. 



Norton. . . . Tush ! she hath too much passion 
Tor that effect. It is the hurricane 
That clears the atmosphere. 

An Outlaw And tears the blossom 

From its green stalk, to whirl it into nothing. 
But for her warning ? 

Nokton. . . . Did I widely err 
In the conclusion that we are betrayed ? 
Already, as you hear, the chase is up ! 
They might have given us time — a single day — 
For calm deliberation, ere they struck 
Til' annihilating blow. — Ha I heard you that ? 

[A whistle is heard. 
We are beset ! — Stand firm. 

[Enter Cuthbert Ashton and followers. 

CuTHBKRT Soho ! — At last 

We have them. In Lord Clifford's name I ask 
What make ye here ? 

Norton. . . . And in our own, we answer. 
It does not suit our humour to declare 
Our purpose — or to Clifford, or to thee. 

Cuthbert. — Ill-mannered churls ! but though ye veil 
your purpose. 
Mine wears no mask. Ye are my prisoaers. 

Norton. — Yes — when our good swords fail us — not 
till then ! 
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!«. "s; 

CuTHBEET.— Forward, then, lads, and seize tliem ! «8< 

i» ^ NoHTON Draw — and on ! ^ ^ 

^^ ^* 

« ^ f^ Battle. CuTHBERT AsHTON falls wounded. Norton s* ?* 

^ stands over him exultingly in the centre of the Stage. t^ ^ 

* (* The Rangers, prostrate leneath the uplifted weapons of '^'^ 

« ^ iAe Outlaws, on each side form a picture. ^ * 

I ' ^* 



ACTU. ^ 

>l SCENE I. •« » 



!" 7%« Alley Ga/rden at Sawley. Enter Labi Maesahet S 

J* «»<? Lady Emma. ^ 



V? Lady MakctABet. -t8< 

jjIfHAT a sweet place, my Emma ! The high Moon i^ 

IJLIi -^^"y^ °^ ^^ rippling water — gilds the turrets ^ * 

=^^ Of the fair Abbey — sheds a silvery light "^ * 

^ Upon the moistened green leaves^-and makes gems ,^ 

>& Of the small dew-drops lying on the roses. "% 

)%> , ■^ 

>8> Lady Emma. — It is the very moonlight of Romance ! ^ 

'% ^ 

)e> Lady Maesaeei. — It is so, Emma ; *and methiaks this "^ % 

% Craven ■*; 

\a, Is all romantic land. Its rooks and hills, <8< . 

^ "Wild and majestic, set in contrast bold '», f' 

>? With vales of emerald softness, and lit up 

^ By gorgeous summer suns, or moons like this — 






<l 



Y 
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% 
Why, 'tis a land to drea:n about, as having 

No real existence ! ^ 

? 
Lady Emma. . . So the Lady Margaret 

Throws the rich colouring of her fancy o'er 

Scenes not yet made familiar, and thence drawing 

One half of their enchantment. For myself, 

I would not give my own small brook of Wansbeck 

For any stream that murmurs through this land ; 

I do esteem old Cheviot more majestic 

Than yonder rugged eminences ; and — 

Lady Mabgauex. — Nay, sweet but sworn Northum- ^ 

brian ! I will own 
All you have said, and all you meant to say. 
To be most true — if that you will not ct^eck 

My present mood by these comparisons. % 

For, sooth to say, I love the pleasant land, Wi 



I 



% 



And, might one dare to own it, love its people. 

Ladt Ej[.\rA. — Of whom few specimens have met your 
eyes 
Save the rude villagers that ran to gaze' 
As our procession passed. 

Lady Mauqaket. . . . One I have seen — 
"What think you of our Guide ? ^ 

Ladt Emma As of a rude, 

. Uncultured, uninformed, ungracious Monk, 

Ladv MABeiREC. — Upon my life, ungracious epithets! £ i< 

Lam Emma. — What, marked you not his gesture,, when 
aside 
He threw my noble Brother's hand, that proffered 
A liberal guerdon for the monk's brief service ? ** 



f!ij^tl?g 4.'^M:lfete iMtefetf^^igL .. . ^...^^ 



I Sc«w«/. 163 I 
ft. 

■(b- Lady Margaeet. — 'Twas but a fit of absence, dearest 4> 

fi> Emma, ^i^ 

ft. For wMoh he did apologise. ^ 

^ Labt Emma Apologise! ^ 

He muttered something, but so suUenly, ^ 

fl> It seemed as if his heart did scorn his tongue 

^ fi- ■» 

<j* «i> For making it. ^ 

^ ft <ij 

# *" . . -^ 

4t * Lady Mab&aset. ... I did not so interpret 

.^ e. His bearing. But, my Emma, you must own <» 

^ . "If 

e> That he did paint each varied scene we passed <ij 

^ ft. In terms of pure and natural eloquence:.' -^ 

^ e. Lady Emma. — Like to some wandering Poet, -whose 

0, costume "^ 






<» 

■#■ 
<*)■ 

■a- 



% Is marvellously tattered and bepatchedi; 

* With whom each crag is rugged, every'hill ^ 
J Is pichiresque, each brook a purling fountain, * 

* And every cavern gloomy or romantic ! "%, 
ft- 



<»- 



ft. 



ft. 



He prated in most nauseating terms. * 



* Lady Maegaeet. — You could not think so ! Did you j^ 

<i> hear his voice ? 'f 

ft. 

ft- Noted you that r 

ft- . * 

& Lady Emma. . . I've sometimes .heard a harsher. ■* 

fi> Lady Margakkt. — ! 'tis a voice of amplest compass, 

ft. Emma. <% 

ft. Of trumpet loudness to be heard in battle 



% By fighting thousands, it hath yet the tones 

% Of sweetest lute to melt in Beauty's bo^er ! 



ft. 
ft. 
ft. 

Q> 

■«. 
<». 

«> 

<?. 
ft. 

*. 






J Lady Emma. — In neither of which places, good my lady, ;^p f> 



ft- 



* 'Tis like to have much practice. ^i(j. 



'S*E 



ft. 



Lady Makgaret. . . . They do err ^ ^ 



"Who say that Love is blind. The lynx hath not 

ft. * 



ft. 4* 
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So sharp an eye-sight. Maugre his disguise, 
I knew him, Emma — knew the Stranger Knight 
Who joined our stag-chase on the wilds of Cheviot — 

Lact Emma. — Amazement ! Can it he ? 

Ladt Maegaeet. . . Who saved my life 
"When human aid seemed hopeless — but who left 
The life he saved without the heart he found, 
For that he stole and keeps ! 

Lady Emma 'Twere too romantic 

Eor this prosaic time ! You may mistake. 

Lady Maegaeet — No, Emma, no ! The very traits you 
marked 
As proofs of rudeness, hut confirm, to me, 
The truth of Love's discovery. 

Lady Emma I remember 

That gallant Stranger well. His air was noble ; 
His manners such as one would thence, infer 
The breath of Courts was native to his lungs, 
And Princes his first play-mates ! — He assumes 
An odd disguise to shroud his rank and name in. 

Lady Maegaeet. — Ah ! that way lies a mist, which 
coldly falls 
Upon my love, and checks it in the bud ! 
His rank he told not ; and it makes me 'shamed 
To speak of what I own not to myself. 
Save in some tender moment when Pridp sleeps, 
And Fancy frames her visions. 

Lady Emma Splendid ones, 

I doubt not, wliere most gorgeous castles rise 
Like clouds of Summer's glowing atmosphere, 
Based upon — nothing. Cruel man ! to leave 
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»: 
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e> -^ 

^ Not e'en a «ffw« for love to feed upon. ^ 

* Had he declared his name, though it might he ^ 

?* But simply Kenry — ^ 






<8< 
<8< 



■^ Ladz Emma. . . And rather would enjoy <«* . 

The moonlight hour alone — -to muse on Henry ! «9< 

Well, be it so, I go. [ Going. ^ 



e> 



«> 






«> 
«> 



e>. ^p 

* Lady Margaret. . . Do the Fates inform, ^ * 

I And make thee, even in thy jest, prophetic ? ^ 

I do believe that Henry is his name ! 

» Ladt Emma. — -Indeed ! 0, then the name wiU fairly ^ 

e> sound ^ 

& *^ 

e> In a sad ballad chanting forth the loves, ^ 

» The high, mysterious loves, and piteous fate "5^ >» 

e> Of Henry and of Margaret, sung by — ■* •» 

S e. Lady Margaret Hpld ! ■* ;«. 

*> g, Thou endless jester. I am not just now <* ^e, 

In mirthfiil mood. •* j^ 



'** 



O 



* Lady Margaret. . . If go thou wilt, « 

* Keraemher, dearest Emma, to be mute ,^ 

«■ On this discovery ! % %• 

% %.^ 

g Lady Emma. . . Silent as the M(jon, ^ j| 

* That, like a prudent lady, hears all love-tales, ^ 



* And teUs none. [^Exit Lady Emjia. |< * 



)* 



S 5 

^ 



«. ■«8< 

^ Lady Margaret (solus). — Go, light-hearted maiden, go ! ^ 

% Thou lovest, and art loved again. Thy love o; 

^ Is placed upon a known and noble object ; <^?' 

* While I ! — He comes ! — My heart, resume the Percy ! o^i ? 



* 
* 



'» Enter Henrt alrmtly, who hneels and throws hach ^i %> 

*» his hood. "^ 



* 



Lady Maug.v bet. — Arise! What art thou? Speak, ^ 



■^.Z ^ ^1 






%\ 



'^ 
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J Henry A hapless wrefch, | 

If I shall have incurred thine anger, Lady, 

By this intrusion ; blest as the blest gods, ^ 

^ ^ If I obtain thy pardon ! 

%, ^ Ladt Makgaeet. . . . Strong and urgent 

g^ Must be thy reasons, if they justify 

This freedom, taken by a man unnamed, 
^__ And, save as Guide, unknown 

gl j^ Heney (ruing). . It was not thus 

The Lady Margaret looked, at yon cascade 

Among the Cheviots, when to this poor arm 
§?^ 'Twas owing that the bright Eose of the North 

Was not against the sharp and pointed rocks 
_^ Dashed headlong — to exhale its fragrant life ^, 

Amid the roaring whirlpool ! ^ 

Lady Mar&aeet. ... No : nor thus 5 

That her Deliverer looked ! He stood that day * 

Honoured amongst the honoured. Now he stands 

■^ €' In strange and most inglorious contrast with 



His former self. Go to, thou art not He ! *i 






The Youth I mean was honourable, was noble 

In soul at least, and would have rather dashed him S) 

On the sharp rocks thou speakest of, than take 

This mean advantage of a casual deed, 

Which Instinct would, without a spark of Nature, 

^ Have prompted to a villain ! 

^ ^ i* 

g Henet Now by heaven ! ^ 

^- That supposition wrongs me, Lady. I 

Claim nothing on that happy deed's account — % 

Presume not e'en in thought upon it — take 

No mean advantage thence. 
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S3- 

® This rude intrusion : What claim else hadst thou a 

On which to ground a Mr excuse for it ? i* 

Then, too, this monkish dress. Disguise denotes 

■5 The man that wears it to be fool or villain, 

■* ... . ■ • "■ 

■® Just as his aim is base or virtuous ; m 

& 
Aud which thine is — I ask not. ># 



Henky If correct 

That argument, it were indeed not worth g 

The trouble of a question. Lady, — since, 
** On either supposition, I must seem 'r* 

An object to be rid of. 






Lahy Mae&aeet Was the act ,m 



« 



■® 

Of self-devotedness that saved my life, .4 ;g 

A thing to be ashamed of? to be wrapped 

In a Monk's garment, lest some eye should see, - 

'® And recognise, and praise ? Or didst thou think '® 

■® That 1, the rescued, was so poor of soul, ^ 

That I should blush to own my Rescuer ? 
;S Why, man, the meanest serf that ever toiled, '® 

Had he achieved the deed, should have been welcomed 

As Margaret's friend; should from my Land have ta'en 
■® Such meed as Gratitude may give to Worth, 

■© Though England's proudest stood beside and saw me ! 

9 



Henky. — Slight guerdon may requite a casual deed, 
;® " Which Instinct would, without a spark of ]S"ature, 

^ Have prompted to a villain." ^^ 

Laby Maeuakkt Pardon me 

That word, sir ; it was said in haste, and rashly. 



•m 



1-I& 



I am thy debtor — deeply — lastingly — ; ^2 

nd would repay thee ! 

HuNiiY. . . . Percy's broad domains, 



And would repay thee ! ^^ 



<» 
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With their long list of hamlet, tower, aiid town, 
Could not supply my guerdon. 

Lady Mabgaket. . No 1 

Henry Unless 

Thy lovely name did grace the inventory ; 
And that one item would compensate wejl 
The absence of the others ! — Frown not, sLady ; 
I am a man that, if I speak at all, 
Must speak my thought— being an old man's son 
Who taught me this from childhood. 

Lady Makgaket 'Tis a rule 

Well worth th' observance, so the thought be such 
As doth become the speaker and the hearer — 
Which thine at present doth not. Who fl'rt thou, 
That darest thus presume upon my goodness ? 

Hesry. — A madman ! having uU the signs developed 
That mark a madman's malady— save this. 
That I do hnow myself to be a madman. 
Yes, Lady, he that fell in love with th' Moon, 
As classic fable tells, was sane as I, 

Who kneel in adoration most devout XKneeh- 

To a fair Being, shining in a sphere 
Of hopeless height above me ! 

Lady Maegaket Is it so r 

Then must I think my charms have made a conquest, 
A glorious capture, doubtless, of a heart 
Warmed with no vulgar tide ! But since, fair sir, 
I found thee in the garb of Chivalry, 
And now behold thee in Eeligion's garb. 
How may I style my lover — Monk, or Knight ? 

Henry. — I do deserve that thou shouldst laugh at nic ; 
Nor will thy mirth abate, when I shall tell 
My parentage. 
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Lady Mahgaket. . . I know it all,' untold. 
Thy father in a lordly hall was bred, 
Thy mother in a cloister ; hence thou veerest 
Betwixt the hood and helmet. 




Henkt. 



Hear the trutH ; 



My sire was bred a Shepherd. 

Ladt Makgaeet. ... If his son 
Possess a Shepherd's virtues, he outshines 
A Baron's heir without them ! 

Henry Hem ! — My virtues. 

Unlike my madness, have not yet developed 

Themselves by signs. My vices — ^less obscure — 

Are somewhat widely blazoned. Not a hearth 

In Craven, from the castle to the cot. 

That is not vocal with my deeds. My name 

WiU stiU the wayward child, when that of Barghest* 

Hath lost its spell. 

LADr Makgaeet {alarmed). ■ Ha ! Thou art then 
the Outlaw 
Men talk of in these wilds ! — Help ! ho, there— help ! 

Heney. — Fear nothing, Lady ! The great Devil's self 
"Would dread a hotter hell for wronging thee ! 
Permit me to remove this — I am not — 

Lady M\RGAitET. — Didst thou say feaA-7 Man, I am of 
a race 
That never knew the word. But I will be 
Freed from the degradation of thy presence ! 
Thou dost, it seems to me, contaminate 

* This is the only local word I am aware of haVipg used. Barcjhcst, 
aei.ording to the author of the " r'lnren Jlin/ir/," is derived from the 
Jleif/iCj and means a spirite that haunts tnwus and populous plaeos. 
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oi(- ;£ Unless thy body is betaken hence, * 

* And instantly — thy Order shall not save thee ! * 
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ffl- 



-6= LoHD ITenwick Ha ! what means this ? t(t 

-9J Wretch, hast thou ventured insult ? Hast thou dared — eg. 

* 



Henkt. — When I shall come to" thy confessional, * 

* T „ i„ „ iV i- i1- _ * 



^ I may esteem thy questions worth an answer. 
* -* rr:ii ii,„_ T j„- * 



The very air I breathe ! Didst save ir^ life cs- 

"^ . . . . ^ 

-» To sicken it with infamy ? Away ! eg- 

* <8- 

-91 Henkt. — Now by a true man's soul! I leave thee not, <«. 

■9> TUl thou hast heard me out. My heart's as proud ^ * 

-9, As thine is, Lady ; and- — [^»^er Lohd Fenwick. (g. 



ijo Till then I deign none. ^ 

* LoBD Eenwick Then, "my surly Monk, * 

* Thy frock had need be changed to arm^d vest, ^ 

* Thy cowl to cap of steel ; for by St. Paul, ^ 






«- 

-■ ;£ Henry {tearinc/ off his frock and hood). — I ask it not. ^ 

* Behold me, boastful Chief, * 

* Armed to thy wish, and ready at thy word. 
To prove I trust to nothing but my blade * 

* Eor my protection ! [^£oth draw. * 

Lady M.a'b.ga.'b.ki {stepping letween thetn). . Hold! — ^ 

* {to Fenwiok) My Lord, I beg 
-* This matter may be left to me. — Whate'er 

*^ That man's design — scarce can I deem .it evil — * 

-» For one good deed by him achieved ere-jvhile, « 



*B-8= I owe him much : and he is not my friend «. 

* -sj Who seeketh now his injuiy. 



* 



*■ -9. LoED Fen WICK Enough. — {To Henry) 

* .3, Protected by this Lady's interference, ^ 

* * Unquestioned go ; though one disguise thrown oft' * 



* 
Leaves thee in mj'steiy still. * 
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Henhy When next we meet, 

And meet we shall where none can interpose 
Between us — thou mayst learn the m^ystery, 
In the keen glimmer of encountering steel ! 

Exeunt Henry at one side, and Lady Maegahet 
and LoKD Fenwick at tJie other. 



SCENE II. 

\^The Interior of CwtJibert the Ranger's Qottage. ^uthbetit 
is diseovered lying on a longsettle, with bandages on Ms 
head and arm. Sis Wife is husied about the house. 

CuTHBERT [endeavouring to raise hirrhself), — Peace, wo- 
man, pr'ythee peace ! I'll not have patience ! 
I tell thee Patience is a fool, as thou drt. 
Will Patience heal this sword-gash ? Will it knit 
The severed sinews, and re-string my arm. 
As it was strung this morning ? If it wont. 
Of what avail is it ? 

Wife Good Pather, Peter 

Would sweetly show thee — 

CuTHBEET Woman, hold thy tongue ! 

Is Father Peter wounded ? What knows he 

Of the keen pain — the foul fiend take the pain ! 

I heed not that. But to he pinioned here ! 

To be laid up like a disabled hound 

Gored by a stag at bay ! — A muixain seize 

The skulking scoundrels .' — Where is Fanny, wife ? 



Wife. — Poor Fanny ! 

CuTHBEKT {mimicTcing her). 
Why, an owl 



. Ay, poor Fanny ! — 



•«■ 
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1V2 Act 11. 

Miglit saj' as much. I ask tliee, wom'an, whcro 
Fanny, thy daughter is ? Dost thou not hear ? 

Wife. — Poor Panny ! 

Cttthbeet. . . Still, poor Panny-.' — Thou hast lost, 
Methints, the little sense that thou wast born with. 
Canst thou not answer me ? 

Wife Dear Cuthbert, be 

A little patient. Give me time to answer. 

CcTTHBEKT. — Time! Is the tale so long? But take 
thy time ; 
For, like a restive hunters thou wilt stand. 
Let the vexed rider spur. 

"Wife At morning-tide 

She left the cottage, blithesome as a fairy, 
And garlanded like — 

CuTHBEET. . . Like a Christmas mummer. *'*^ 

ye are idiots both— she for her pride, 
And thou for thy abetment of it. Well ? 

Wipe. — She came again at noon, her eyes in tears, 
Her fair cheek white as any lily leaf, 
And her long hair unbraided — 

CiTTHBEET A Spiked pit 

Eeceive his living carcass, that dares Wrong 
A hair of Fanny's forehead ! — My poor girl ! 
Through all her playful life, she never said 
A harsh word to her Father. — Did she not 
Acquaint thee, woman, who the villains were 
That had misused her ? 

Wipe Meek as any lamb. 

She nothing did but weep, and sing of Kmry — 
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In the fair morning sun, and I will tie it 









)gs Cdthbeet. — Sing ? Weep and sing ? The woman's cj; ^ 

-I mad! ^* 

« * Wife No, Cuthbert, ^ * 

<%{ ** But I do fear for her ! She looked so wild 



<* ^ When she went out, and ! she still is out, % * 

t9( * Although the moon's an hour above the Fell ! 

* s 

^ » Cfihbeet. — That is her step ! I know it- 'Tis as light ^ 

^ >e, As the young roe's ! [^«^«rFAKNY. 

^ %> Dear Fanny, wherefore this ? '^ %. 

*^ fl, Didst thou not know thy father had been wounded ? iss * 

*^ ^ Fanny (untying a hercMefJ. — Ay, they will kill us all — -^**' 

^ ^ but I have here "*•«> 

A charm to foil their witchcraft ! These are plants >^ * 

* Gathered in moonshine. I forgot their names — c8< 

* But Henry knows them, and will tell me them. 
^ Poor Henry ! I am sure he is unhappy ! — 

* But that's not it. 



I CuiHBEET. . . What's Henry to thy father ? ^ * 

g What dost thou mean, my Fanny ? ^ 



* Fanny Nothing — nothing. 

* J* Wife. — Question her not. It pains hes. Dearest Fanny — !^ 



J| Fanny. — Dearest! — 'Tis a sweet word, but there's a ^ * 



« I sting in't. ^1^ 

' * There was a bee i'th' blossom that I clutched, ■* * 



I* AndO! I bleed— bleed— bleed. S) 

t ^ * 

* Wife Let me bind up ^ * 

■6< * Thy hair, my daughter ; it is such a sight. ^- * 
<»; * Fanny. — ^Mother, 'tis black and bonny, and will glisten 



4; 
? & Abcmt his neck, and fasten him — Ha ! ha ! [^Laughing. ^ 



<8<l 
<8<1 
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174 Act IT. I 

The stag is in the toils pitched by the hind — 
Seize on him, Foresters ! — But he is strong, 
And, free and fetterless, darts up the hill ! 

CuTHBEET. . . my poor child ! my child ! S 



"Wife Speak to us, Fanny, a € 

As thou hast ever done. I am thy mo,ther — ^ 

i 

Fanny. — Dost think I know thee not ? Thou art my % 



mother. 
There is a strange mist here ; {Putting her hand to her eyes ) 

hut yet I see thee, 
And thee, too, father. 

CuTHBERT. . . . Blessed be thy name, 
God ! my daughter is h«rself again ! 

Wife {brings a chair and places Fanny in it). — Sit, 
Fanny, sit. Thy stomach, love, is empty, 
And hence these air-bred fancies. I vs^ill bring 
A little pasty and a little milk. 
Bestir thee, Cuthbert — ! I wander too ; 
I One sorrow drives another out. — My child, 

This is new milk. The cream, see, just begins 
To yellow o'er the surface. Drink, my dear. 

[Fanny, in taking it, spills a Utile on her garment. 
Mind it not, love, 'twill wash again. 

Fanny {setting down the mill).- — They dress 
^^ The dead in unsoiled white. Is not Death proud 

To deck him like a Bride ? 'Tis a cold feast, though. 
The worms the revellers. 

"WiFK Banish, dearest love. 

These gloomy thoughts. To-morrow Js, thou knowest, 
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Scene [II. 175 ® 

H 

■€) 

* The Euah-beariiig of Kirkby MALHAiitoALE,"''' 

Where I have seen thee merry. Thou shalfc go. 

-© 
5 J Fanny. — Mirth for the hostel, garlands for the church, 

And rushes for the dead. The garlands die, 

"* And the mirth's mute : but evermore the dead „^ 

■® Lie snug beneath the rushes — so that .they "^ 



* 



1* 



» 



» 



« 



■© 



Have still the best of it.- -Why dost thou weep ? 



4' I had forgot — thou weepest for my father ; ^ 

And I wiU join thee — {she kneels beside Mm) 

Father, thou art iU ; -3 

A barbed arrow gives a deadly wound ! 



CuTHBEET. — My dear, 'twas not an arrow, but a sword. 

* 

«' Eannt {starting up). — I say it was an arrow ! and I .-a 

know 3 

■m A leech that well can cure thee. ,5« will not 

m Fly from my father too. I'll find him soon 3 

^ Where the moon sliines into the greenwood's depth ^ 

^ To woo the pale white rosea ! 

^ \_As Fanny attempts to rush out, her Mother seizes her ; ,^ 

CnTHBEKT, hy a painful effort, gets upon his feet, hut 

falls before he reaches them ; and, finally, Fanny dashes '® 

S her Mother aside, and Exit. ^ 

■4 « 



« SCENE III. 

•© 

** The Abbey Garden at Sawley. Enter, from, opposite sides, 

EoDDAM and Cathleen. 



m 
EoDD AM. — Cathleen, I'm doubly gMd — glad to escape ® 



-fi * The Eush-bearing -was an annual custom, now — since the inti-o- 

* duction of flagged floors in churches — fallen into desuetude ; though the 

* festiyities which accompained it, are still continued in the yearly vil- 



m 



m 



luge feasts, ■^■, 
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1 76 Jet II. 

From all the stir and revelry within, 
And glad to meet with you. 

Cathlebn I, too, rejoice 

To make a brief escape from sighs and tears. 

HoDDAM. — From sighs and tears ! What mean you, 
sweet Cathleen ? 

Cathleeit, — Some matter of deep import, and unmeet 
For ear that's less than noble, passes dow 
Between the Ladies in their secret chamber. 
Which wets the Percy's cheek, and stamps concern 
Upon the Fen wick's brow. 

KoDDAM A mystery ! 

Cathleen. — Which Time may solve or not, as best he 
likes ; 
I pry not into it. 

RoDDAM It will not change 

Our purposed route, I hope ? 

Cathleen No; that is fixed. 

Wo visit some wild scenes of laJje and crag, 
That bear the liquid name of Malhamdale. 

Eoddam. — I'm glad of it ; I would not waste my time 
In tliese dull walls, 

Cathlken. — Dull ! spoke you not just now 
Of revelry? 

Eoddam. ... 0, Eevelry hath ta'en 
Devotion's seat, and pranks it gloriously — 
'Twcro a rich scene for eye that's fond: of such. 
At one end of the long Eefectory 
Sits the Lord Abbot, jovial as the chief 
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2 Cathleex Thaf s a riddle. 
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®|^ Scene III. I'll » 

Or 

Of some proud hunting-feast. On eitlier hand, 
^ Our knights and nobles quaff the grape.'s high juice, ^ 

^ And high afEairs discuss. Transverse from these, 

An ample board extends its crowded length, 

Where page and groom, where monk and sacristan, 
* On humbler cheer regale. Apart from aU, * ® 

» * A choir of ^linstrels touch the harp, of sing, » * 

At every pause of revelry. 

"H^ of-© 

CAaHLEEN AU thi», 

I And lloddam talk of dulness ! ®t® 

EoDDAJi Cathleen, 

Where thou art not, 'tis dull : and, in my mind, 
»-lS The merrier the duller. @ * 






«* 
«) 
<» * 



«y 



« llonnAM.- — ^Which Love may soon expound. From ^ 

•® vooder crowd 

My spirit fled to thee, and left me set ^ ^ 

Still as the sculptured Saint upon the wall, 
^ That with the same cold and unaltered mien 

Looks down upon the banquet. 

Catbxees Andiwhen you 

Sat thus, in fixed abstraction, what might be ^ 

The business of your spirit r ® 



EoDDAM Said I not 

It was with thee r It was ; and then 'it flew — % % 



■® But, mind, it bore thee with it — to a scene 

Thou knowest well ! Tower, wood, and glen, at hand, 
And Cheviot in the distance. 



Cathleen That description 

Cuu suit but EoDDAJi Avith its woodland Dean. 

if 2 a & 
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178 Ad II 

EoDDAM. — Right. On the Dean's green verge arose a 
Bower, 
Moss-lined, and roofed with heather. There we sat, 
While into it looked the mild setting sun. 
And all the music of the Spring waked round it ! 

Caihieen. — 'Twas a sweet vision ! 

RoDBAM Yes ; hut, love, I had 

A previous one, which gave propriety 

To it — a vision of a little Church 

On Beaumont Side, where thou and I did join, 

With talismauic ring, the magic chain. 

Viewless but felt, connecting heart with heart, 

Made by the artist — Lora ! 

Caihieen Alas, my Eoddam — 

What have I said ! 

Eoddam. . . What Ihou shouldst ever say. 
My RoMam ! Never sounded in mine ear 
My name so sweetly. Call me so all ni^ht, 
^ ^; And I will listen till the morning break. 

And ask thee still to say it ! 

Cathleen Doubting not 

Thy love and faith, I will not call it hack ; 
Though it might seem too — 

EoDDAM. . . Forward, thou wouldst sav ; 
But dream not that I think it so, Cathleen. 
I marked with rapture kindness in thine eye, 
Long ere thy tongue confessed it. But it seeme<l 
The exclamation had a tone of sadness. 
As well as of affection in it ; why 
Was this, Cathleen : 
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Caihleen. . . I heard thy sunny visions, g 

B And thought how different mine were. Thou wilt smile ^' 

To hear that my strange dream of yesternight 

Still hangs upon my spirits, like an omen 

Of some unguessed calamity. 

« Si 

^ KoDDAM Come, love ; ^ 

*i ^ 

£ "We will have nothing sad to mar the pleasure ^, 

^ Of this bright hour. I know a freer walk &. 

;® Beside yon river. Let us thither, love. a. 

Lost in a brief delusion, we shall fancy », 

We stray — as wont — on Beaumont's pastoral banks, £ 

And that the murmurs of this southern stream ^ 

Are those of Beaumont o'er her pebbled bed ! »^ 



Cathlben fsingsj. ^ 

Sweet Beaumont Side, and Beaumont Stream ! S 

Te come to me in visions clear, 6, 

And ever as ye were, ye seem — fe 

Change cannot touch a scene so dear. §! 

^ On Howsden heights for ever bloom ^ 

The flowers that lure the mountain bee ; ^ 

By Beaumont Side the yellow broom g^ 

Eor ever waves — in light — to me ! ^ 

Sweet Beaumont Side, and Beaumrtnt Stream ! 
S There is so much of gloom and ill, 

That it is soothing thus to dream 
*; Earth bears one spot of sunshine still ; 

To feel that while my hopes decline. 

And joys from life's dim waste depart, 
One bright illusion— yet — is mine, • 
One changeless landscape of the heart ! 
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ACT HI. t 



<8- 



SCENE I. 5 

* 

^ ^oo(?. Heney js discovered leaning against a tree in a «- ;^ 

musing posture. To him enter D'Eston, ce- 

D'Esiosr. * 

ASK not how you've sped. ,jj- 

* 

e (if 

Henet No nee.d to ask, ^ 

If you can read th' inscription on my brow, ^ 

Traced there ]ike Cain's. ^ 

D'Eston St. Mary I can it be <8- 

That the bold Outlaw droops ? * 

Henev damn tha,t word ! * ^j 

Deeply I suffer for that folly now. 

An old man murdered, and his daughter mad ; * '^ 

His daughter, beauteous once as forest iiower, * 

And innocent, and happy — ^but for me ! * 

My father's grief for his degraded name, ■» * 

Should these things reach him. — Now, what think vou, * * 

D'Eston, Z * 



■8- 



Of this brief catalogue ? Bears it not =p roof ^ 

That Retribution tracks the foot of Yice 
With more than blood-hound certainty? 






D'Eston You paintit 

With colours far too dark. I grieve for Cuthbert, 

And for his woodland blossom ; but reflect, * 

You slew him not — if he indeed is slain : * 

' * 

* 
« 

nMj i «im wajB» * 
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iScene I. 181 

And Fanny's fate is but one sad result 

Of ill-matched love. Your father's name will suffer 

Slight degradation from the venial frolics— 

Henet.— Now by the gods ! you do offend me, D'Eston. 
Frolics, with such effects, are aught but venial. 
My curse on Norton ! He shall answer yet 
For confidence abused. — Heavens ! I am now 
The Puppet, not the Arbiter, of fortune, 
Forced, by invisible springs, to move and look 
As what I am not ! — List to me. Last night 
I saw the lady of my soul ! D'Estoij, 
She stood in moonlight, as a seraph stands 
In th' love of Heaven !— Ere I should urge my suit, 
I wished to reconnoitre the defences, 
To see if there were any point whereat 
Assault might be effective. 'Mid the sjonflict 
Of our sharp wits, I chanced, half jestingly, 
To hint at my wild fame ; when— could you think it ? 
She, though her sojourn here hath been so brief. 
Had learned the history, and shrieked aloud — 
" Thou art the Outlaw !" — At the sound rushed out 
Lord Fenwick — so they style hiin — who, 'tis said, 
Aspires to win her love. Gods ! but for her, 
I would, that hour, have taught him humbler views ! 
Bat a bright time is coming. 

D'Eston Am I then 

To understand you meditate revenge ? 

Heney. — Kevenge r Thou givest it so foul a name. 
But we encumber each the other's path, 
And one had better vanish. Therefore ^goes 
My message to him, which his gallantry 
Dares not neglect. We meet to-day b}* Goudalf,— 
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^ Oennefs Cave in front. A small waterfall on the right. ^ 

^ NoETON, in the black gown of a Fria/r, lefore the en- * 






trance of the Cave. 

* NoKTOJf {solus). — The plot works bfavely ! Cuthbert's * 

B^ wounds and woes, ■ * 



* 



^ arrange themselves in order for action, — each man with 



* * 




* 
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* D'EsTON. — To gore each other, like irrational brutes ! ^ 

* Harry, forgive the pun and simile. %. 
But I will see this Fenwick. * 

* 



■» 



^ x)ui 1 will see inis i^enwicK. ^ 

Heney Not for worlds ! ^ 

* No — not for Heaven ! One syllable disclosed, * 



* 



* And thou and I are foes for ever ! Come ; *_ 

^ The sun is bright on Malhamdale. A.way ! \_Exeunt * 

f SCENE II. I 



« 



* wounds and woes, ■ * 

* Fixed upon him, have given a deeper stain * 



'^ 



* To his blurred reputation. Other deeds, * 
djr * Achieved to-day, may crown his infamy, * 

* And turn her love to loathing. By the fiends ! * 

* That were the top of scheming. — But suppose * 
They met ?— A meeting would bring explanation ; -|^ 

* And that would show my treachery. — Be it mine * "*' 
To counteract this ! [ Whistles. 

Jf* Ho ! my merry -men — ICalling. *l* 

* ^8> Ye must give readier answer when that signal * - 

* .a, Is heard in Gordale. "^ - 

* -» [_The Outlaws rush, hj two and two, from the Cave, and 

* 

^, * his hand on his sword-hilt. * 






% % NoETON. . . This will do. — Now mark ! ■« 

J * Your revels may be merry, but not long. « 

Cool heads make steady hands. Be like the hare, « 

That never, e'en in slumber, shuts her 'eyes ; * 









* 
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ft. <#-»*^ 

0^ Scene III. 183 <t^ 

ft> ■ <^ 

ft- ... -^^ 

And when your game presents, be like the tiger, ^ 

J That makes no second spring ! — ^ 

»■ I am advised ■» 

ft> . # 

ft- The cavalcade is near, and wanting him' ■# 

ft "Whom ye might shrink to meet. I shall find means ■#• J 

To join it, and to note their strength. Be sure 4j. ? 

I will not risk your lives in vain encounter. .^ J 






J, [TAe Outlaws re-enter the Cave, and the Scene shuts. J 

8> •# 



Couch in the copse-wood till ye hear my whistle, 






t ^ 
J And let the sound assure you of the spoils ^ 

■^ % That guerdon valour when the fight is ■ft'on ! ;|; * 

^ |; Meantime, bid Gennet make her fairy cave % 

^ |; Ready for the fair Captive. \_Exit Noeton. * 



I % SCENE III. $ 

^ ^ . . ■» 

.^ ft- l%e Church and Burial-ground of Kikkby-Mamamdale. ,^ 

.^ d, Fannx Ashton »s discovered leaning on a tomb, with ^ ^' 

^ fj, a btmdle of rushes and a garland on a stone beside her. -sy 

•f n- 4- 

* ^ Fannt (singing). % 

4- * ■* 

-f f^ The maiden to the greenwood flew, ■*> ., 

4> ft. All while the moon was shining. 

<5^ 9. And there she spied her knight so true 

<jj- ft> Against a tree reclining. 4»^ 

<i). & He seized her hand, that gallant proud, -jj 

4v fb "Where shadowy moonbeams (juiver, 4 

!^ J. And by the Queen of Night he vowed "^ 

% % To love that maid for ever. \_Spealts. ^ 

% % He meant not as he said, though. He -was false, '^ 

S ^ Or else the ballad is. Soft ! it is here-- [Sings. f 



* 



The maid again to greenwood Abw, "t* 

f All while the moon was shining ; ■;** p^ 

But there she spied no lover true ■* 

i Against the tree reclining. i> 



■■;«■ 
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He came no more, tliat gallant ja-oud, 
Where shadowy moonbeams quiver ; 

But, mindless of the vow he vowed, 

He left that maid for ever ! \_Speaks. 

I knew 'twas so. Ho ne'er will come pigain. 
And she may weep. 'Twill ease her head to weep. 
I would that I had tears ! I bad them once — 
But this hot sun hath scorched them up". \_Loohs round. 

'Tis strange ! 
'Tis very strange. ^Is Fanny Asbton, then, 
The only Kusb- bearer ? They'll come anon. [Pausing. 
I hate these tombs. They are so dark within. 
And press ujion the dead so ! — Mine shall be 
A common grave, with daisies on the turf; 
Where dewdrops lie, and sunbeams love to shine — 
But none shall tread upon it — none — but He ! 
Yes, he shall come, and pluck the daisy flower. 
And I shall hear him ! — never — never— never ! — 
Hark ! there is music. 

[_A procession of youths and maidens hgaring rushes and 
garlands, and accompanied with music, arrives at the 
Churchyard gate. The villagers, singly or in pairs, 
begin to carry their bundles into the Church. A 
young man, seeing Fannt, stops. 

Young Man Glad to seethee, Panny, 

At Kirkby Eusb-bearing. But wherefore not 

Go with U.S to assist in gathering flowers. 

And pulling rushes ? Thou wast always proud. 

Fanny. — Proud ! show me aught that's not. Those 
flowers are proud 
To feel the breeze fan, and the sunbeam kiss them. 
But they were prouder ere thy rude hand cropped them — 
'Twas cruel in thee, that ! 



& 
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^ YoTJNG Man. ... I understanji not 



■^ * Thy meaning, Fanny. Thou wast cruel, then, ^; 

* To crop that garland lying there. -a, 

* "I 

* Fanny (mournfully J. . . E'en so ! . % 

» 4 



eft 



=8- 



<9 



* Yoraa Man.— Thou art not well, I think? 2;' 

t Fannt Thou thinkest 80 ? "1 

* ,,? 
Thy thought's not worth a rush. Begone ! '* 

TouNG MiN (aside) By Jings, ^ 

The lass is crazed. \Exit, and enter a Girl. 9 

* GiEi. ... 0, Fanny Ashton come :8 ^ 

* To help to strew the Church 'gainst winter tide ! ^ , 
g With me, then, Fanny. Thine's the prettiest wreath <8 ;^ 

* That I have yet beheld. Where didst thou find it ? t ^ 

l* Fannt. — Thou knowest not the place ? But I do — 

»> well! — ^' 

!«■ ! I beseech you, go not near it ! There 



'«> 



frightful ! {to her) "Well, 



So, — 

Vb Young Man. — it shaU be so, now. I'U dance with 



If Sally Airton comes. 



^ The snake breeds, and the toad, the asp, and all ^ 

^ The reptiles that with sting or venom take 

«j The blood from out the cheek, and crowd the brain ^ > 

With jawing fancies ! — ! I beg you, go not ! =8 

GiKL (aside). — Her looks and words are strange and ^ ,i 



'fl, I will not go, then. Wilt thou bear with me ? 

» -r. / I^._-J A -HT '**1/ 

'.fp 



Fannt [sharply). — ^No. a 

•^ \JExit GiEL, and enter Young Man and Young Woman. 



2I» 



none, 
If I mayn't dance with thee. ■#.? * 

Young Woman. . . ■ Thou'lt brgak thy word, ■f{\!% 



■ft 

%\ 
-m 

» 



~'iS Young "Womajt. . . Now that's well thought of ! ^ 

.'SI ? It might he vexing Sally to engage * 

^ Thyself for longer time. ft 

C 



^ ff YoTrars Man. . . For that, sweet teazer, 

5' I'll hind myself for ever, an thou wilt, 

^5" -^y o^*-^ upon the mass-hook. 



;o? 



%' 
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;^ YoTJNG JlAisr. .... 'Tis ovor so ! 

^ 'Tis always Sally Airton ! I think theo 

j^ A prettier girl hy half. Wow, shall I be 

Thy partner for the night ? 



^ And fling thee to the pity of the rain, 

^ "Whose tears will bleach thy red ! 



YouN-a Woman fto Mm J. . . Let's go. She's mad. 

YoTOG Man. — Poor girl ! I pity her. fto Fanny J 
IS Thou wilt not go, then ? 



^ 



Fanny. ...... Swear n®t, churl ! 

Thou'lt break thy vow e'en as thy bettprs do, 
And she will weep — like me. Poor girls have hearts, man, 
And they can feel ! Dost think they cannot, Henry ? ^ 

That no kind breast can throb, save under satin, 
^ J Where it stirs gem and jewel as it heavas? — 

Away ! Why gaze ye thus ? 



Yotjng Man We wait |;o have 

Thy company. 

<r 

^ Fanny. . Thou liest ! for the eye 

&' ... 

«b Of heedless, incommunicative bird 

' _ 

Is hardly w;eleome in a true-love bower s 

Whore lovers sit ! But I will nothing tell — 

Why should / tell, when Time will ? — Ay, the blast 

^ Will tear thee, maiden, from the stem thou lovest, • 



^ 



a 



% 
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ToTTNG Man. — And -worthy choice she made ! A Fly- 
by-th'-sky, 
Whom no one knew — not e'en herself,^ perhaps — 
"With gewgaws glittering underneath his cloak. 

i'xKST Villager. — St. Mary 1 what in here ? A hun- 
dred horse 
Are clattering down the brow ! — And jee, they stop — 
Dismount — and come towards us ! 



@- 



® 



Fanny. — I will; for I perceive thou'rt sad, and I 
Am very sad — indeed I am. Go on. » 

[_She takes up her bundle and chaplet in a languid 
■® manner, and Exit with the villagers. & 

«! \_Hnter First Young Man. 



lit 



Young Man {solus). — I'm sure she's crazed. She * 

would not else have talked 

So Like a player-girl. By Jings ! to blame me 

For plucking senseless flowers, and then to wave me ® 

With such an air — thus. \_IInier Villagers. 



First Villager. . . Something's wrong, no doubt. 

sirs, we little know what coming days 

% May bring to each of us ! 
■© 

® Second Viilagbe. . The most unlikely 

® , " 

■© Are sometimes seized as she is. Well, may God 

■© Have mercy on the spirit He hath bruised ! 

-© 

^ Young MAN.-^It comes of pride. I never knew a girl 

® Ape the high airs of folk above her rank, 

•® But she got humbled. 

■® (9 

'® First Villager. . 0, thou bearest'spite, o 

-® Because at our last Kush-bearing, she ehose 

® Another Youth — ^not thee — to be set home by. 



en 
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188 Act III. 

Young Man. . . . By_Jings ! I'm off. 
[_Exit Young Man, followed, ly ike 'Villauees. 
{Enter Ladies Margaeet «m<?Emma, wifh Cathleen, 
wlio walk slowly across the Stage — the Bush- 
hearers continuing their worh- 
Lady Maegaeet. — A pleasing scene ! one that would 
suit Arcadia, 
When it was in the pink of simple usage. 

Ladt Emma. — I did not think Eusticity imbued 
"With so much taste. 

Ladt Maegaeet. . 0, Nature is the same 
In high and low; and in some instances 
I deem the low our masters. Their displays 
Are not o'erlaid with pomp, their mirtli not checked 
By ceremony — Would I were a cot-maid ! 
She feels no sorrows, or she finds such play 
As this, a compensation for them all. \_Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

The Interior of the Church. The Villagees strewing the 
floor. Eankx Ashton wandering idly about, and sing- 
ing snatches of tunesi. 

A Villa gee. — Hush, Eanny. 'Tis the Church, and 
work-day tunes 
Are unbecoming. 

Fannt. . . Would' st have something else ? 
I knew an old hymn once. Hark ! this is it — \ Sings. 
Am I a flower ? My sky is gloom, 
And the cold rain-drop chills my bloom ; 
But let thy Spirit blow — and see ! 
Sun-light and warmth return to me. {-Enter Ladies. 
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^ Am I a lamb ? My wool retains 2 

^ Of sin and guilt the crimson stains ; 

J- But flow, sweet streams, from Jesu flow ! 

B And I am white as mountain snow. 



& 



Lady Mabgaebt. — A most sweet Toice ! 



5 Been always thus ; 



in 

^ GzEL 'Tis not a week' since I 

^ Beheld her at her father's, blithe and blooming. 

% Ladt Margauet. — And know'st thou not the cause of 

2 this sad change ? 

^ GiEL. — 'Eo ; but I fancy love, ma'am — love and grief. 

■*® 'Tis said that she was courted by a ma"a 

* Known but to her — one of the Outlaws, ma'am — 

'•^'- And he hath killed her father. 






Eanny So Henry used to say ; g 

^^ But his was sweeter when he said it. ! 

My love's voice is as mellow as a bird's, 
g When it slugs in the forest all alone, 

g And sad hearts listen I \_Shc busies herself in strewing. p 



■^ Lady Makgaeet. . What a lovely creature ! J 

g ^ And to be thus ! See, Emma, how deceived 

May be our judgments. I but now did envy 

The bliss of cot-maids ! — \_To a sirewer. » 

Dost thou know^ good girl, 

51^ Who that poor maiden is ? S 

& I g 

S j2 GiEL So please you, she a 

Is the old Ranger's daughter ; Cuthbert Ash ton 

^ Her father is called; Lord Clifford's keeper, who 

__•* Hath Lodge in Flashy forest. 

§11 ^ 

Ladt Maegaret. . . She hath not K 



2 

Si 



4^ 
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Is trial to the heart ! \IExevmt. 



8= 



* 
■s- '%, 

Lady Makgarf.t, . . Gracious Heaven ! *- * 

*- e> 
*t * 

Fanny {to Lady Makoaeet).— 'Tis false ! 'tis false ! 

Believe me, it is false ! «- 

' , =8- 

Dost thou know Heniiy ? Trust me, he would not «- 

* 



Set foot upon a snail ! His pride would shun <«- ^ 

Its crawling filth, his pity spare its life «• ^ 

For the next sunny shower ! e^ 



Lady Maegaket {agitated'). — And who is Henry ? ^ 

=8- 

Fanny.- — Would' st find the secret? Find it then. * 



I know, it- * 






But will not teU thee. Thou art proud and fair — ^ * 

They told me looks and jewels such as thine, ^ 

Hare wiled my Henry from me ; but 'tis false. * 

Thou oould'st not have the heart ! I know thou could'st S - 

not. 
God bless yon ! I shall find my Henry stiU. Sings 



* 






The Outlaw leads a merry life ^ 

Under the greenwood tree-^ \_Exit Fanny. * 

Lady Emma. — Ha ! heard you that ? * 

Lady Maegaeet. . . . ! I have heard enough * 

To tell me I am wretched. ^ 

Lady Emma. . , . Eather say, «& 
There was a precipice concealed by fogs. 

To whose dread brink your steps were hastening ^ 

- But Providence hath rolled the glooms away, * 

And you have seen the peril, and may pause ! 



Lady MAEGAEET.—True. Yet this solving of a pain- * 

ful doubt * 



* 
* 



8l' 
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^ [^^ Host comes forward, and receives money from two 



% Host Thanks, ye generous strangers. 



^ 
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f SCENE V. f 



** G'reew «» front of the Inn- The old Villagers seated on ^ 

^ ft> henches around, and the young dancing. During the ^ 

«. dance Lokds Fenwice, Geey, &o. amaear on the Stage. 

Lord Fenwick. — Youth, health, aild mirth ; light * 

^ limbs, and lighter hearts ; 

<S <i> What lack these to be happv ? "^^ 

# <*> ^^- « 

<§. * ■» 

■#1^ LoKD Gket Ask the Host. •% 

Yonder, with rosy face and rolinded front, ><» 

,a. «s He bears a frothine pot. 4 

Lour Fenwick. . . I understand Vou. -^ 
,^ «)> The Host would say — more liquor ; and perchance 
5 g. A few broad-pieces to procure them that, 

% Were no unwelcome donative. Host, ho ! [ Calling. -ft. 



or three of the party. ^ 



% LoKD Fenwice. — Take these, my friend, and let the <^ 

■villagers .^ 

Ecjoice therewith, till our return from Gordale ; <g 

When, should the contribution be too scant, ^ 
We may augment it. 



i <^ LoED Gret. — It strikes me, too, that our rude knaves ^ 

# ft. "» 

*S * would rather "^ 



-S- 



Stay here and ioin the sport, than wend with us -m 

(b To gaze on crag and brushwood. <tt| 

4?> Lord Fenwick Be it so ; 4^| 

4J. If that they will not brawl with these good peasants. 






411 f^$ 
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Act III. 



Host. — There bears a dark cloud, over Gennet's gill, 
And the "West blackens o'er the Tell. These signs. 
Amid our hills, portend no distant storm. 
If Gordale is your aim, 'twere best ye reach it 
Ere the day change. 

LoKD Fem-wick. "We thank thee, sir. ^ A Guide 
Is all we want to 'vail us of thy counsel. 

HosT.^ — And that is soon supplied. Here comes a man, 
One of a holy Brotherhood, whose cell 
Is near this place. 



LoED Fenwick {glancing at Ghey). .- 
conductors 
Drawn from a sacred Order. Eut go on. 



I relish not 



Host, — He weeps and wanders 'mid the glooms of 
Gordale, 
From mom till eve. What brings him now, I wot not ; 
Unless, as I suspect, it be to preach 
The Eush-bearers a sermon on the sin 
Of passing time so happily. As lief 
"Would I see aught as him. 



LoEB Fen WICK {smiling). And so, would et make 
A transfer of his services to us ? 
"Well, I like candour, friend, and will uemove 
This marrer of enjoyment — if he list. 

\_Efi,ter a Messengee. 

Messengek {showing a letter). — This for the Lord of 
Fenwick. 



f<- 



i» 






¥ 



LoEn Fenwick. — I am he. 
Messengee — I wait reply. 






Scene VI. 193 

LoKD Fenwick. . A moment, lords, excuse me. \_Reais. 
Go, tell the writer I wiU meet him — no ; 
Myself will bear my answer. Wait apart. 

[To Mkssengee. 
My lords, a slight affair demands me hence. 
Nay, question, not — a trifle — I will join 
Your train again ere long. [To Messenger. 

Lead on, ^ly friend. 

[Exit Lord Penwicjc. 
[Enter Nouton. 

Loud Gery {to Norton). — Father, we would see 
Gordale. We are strangers. 
And may, perhaps, avail us of that name 
To ask the guidance of so good a man 
As we have heard thou art. [Enter Ladies. 

Norton Would I could teach you. 

When Gordale opes his chasm, to elc^vate 

Tour minds from the low pleasures of bdse. sense, 

To Sim whose fiat scooped it, or whose earthquake 

Rent its huge cliffs asunder, to attract 

The gaze of ages ! 

Lord Grey (smiling). . Who know% but we may 
Be diligent pupils under such a tutor ? ' 
The ladies are devout. So lead, good Father. 

[As the strangers are quitting the stage, the Scene shuts. 

SCENE VI. 

A Landscape. Enter Lord Geet a/nd Roddam 

Lord Grey. — I think thou'rt prudent. 

EoDDAM. . . . For that flatteridg thought 
I stand your lordship's debtor. 
2 c 
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LoHD GhTSY Did )ou noto 

The Monk, our former Guide ? 

EoDDAM I did, and de'ejned 

His manner most unlike the garb he wore. 

LoKD Gket.— There guessed you rightly. Yet you 
could not dream 
That in such peaceful garb there stood disguised 
A Bandit Leader ? 

|!p KoDDAM No ; in sooth, I could not ! 

LoKD Grey. — Yet so it is. At least so fame reports it. 
Now mark me. Fenwiok hath received from him — 
We cannot doubt the source — a message, which — ■ 
We doubt as little — is a hostile one. 
Too brave to weigh the risk of a rencounter 
^ With one who laughs at honour and at lay, 

Lord Fenwick gives the meeting he demaifds. 

KoDBAM. — And you are here to tell it ! You — bis %\ g 

friend — 
Are calmly talking of his risk, while he 
Dies, it may be, amid a horde of villains ! 
My horse there ! 



i 



I" LoKD Gret. . . Honour to the noljle soul 

That speaks in thee ! My friend is not aione. 

Swinburne and Eidlet, Orde and Liletjrn follow 

To vindicate the right. I but delay 

To bid you lead the cavalcade to Malham ; 
g And ask you, should the ladies mark our absence, M 

g' To find such fair excuse as may allay 

Their apprehensions. 

EoDDAM. . . . That safe post be his, 
g Who fears to look on danger ! I'll with you. 






m 



■© 



-® 



Lord Fenwick.— This is evasion, and would clear mc, 
did 
I shun the combat. 

Henby. ... If your northern courage 
Shrinks as it ncars the hazard — he it so. 



1^ 



Scene VII. 195 

LoKD Gef.t. — Bethink thee ; one fpir maid may lack 

protection. & 

a 

KoDBAM. — If you mean insult, my good Lord of Wabk— ® 

LoED Geet. — I half repent my choice. I deemed thee 
prudent, 
And still will deem thee so — unless thy folly 
Engross one moment further of a time 
Too precious to be wasted.— I'aro thee well. \_IExount. 



SCEiSE VII. « 

^g A Olen. Henry is discovered besidl an ancient Oak. 
J To him enter Lord Feswick. 

■© LoED P^ENwicK. — In ignorance of what thou art — in 

■© doubt 

-® 

.© Whether I meet a man entitled to 

■© 

-© Keocive from me this courtesy, or one 

■© That hath no ( laim to it — behold mc here, 

.© in answer to your missive. 



® J Heniiy You have done 

'^ What I expected, lord; and thus far, therefore. 

Will I, at present, satisfy your doubt. 

Believe that, if I fall, you will have slled 

Blood precious as your own. If fate reverse ^ 

The issue, it may help to soothe your death-pang, ^ - 

2 To think you perish by no vulgar brand. 



® 



® 



LoBD Fbnwick. — My courage hath enabled me, ere this, 
To smile at hazard equal — take my word — 
To that which threatens now. But we are men, 
And should be rational ; nor draw the sword 
Without good cause. 

Henhy Agreed. My cause is good — 

Your last night's words of insult. 

LoKD Fenwick But- those words, 

Addressed to one who — as I thought — had offered 
Outrage to her that claims my guardianship, 
Were meaningless — since outrage there was none ; 
Inapplicable — therefore inoffensive. 

Henet. — Another valid reason why your sword 
Should keep its scabbard ! 

LoKD Fenwi(!k From another lip, 

Or at another time, I had not brooked 

That haughty sneer. Nov would I now, but that 

I would not prosecute a baseless quarrel ; 

And such is ours — if something yet unijamed 

Stir not your blood. 

Henex. . . Somewhat there is, perchance, 
Which I would have concealed, did not I find 
Your valour needs a spur. — Nay, hear it now. 
I will be brief. The Lady Margaret claims. 
You say, your guardianship ? 

LoED Fenwick And proudly say it. 

Henky. — No doubt. But what if I should say that 
you 
No longer shall keep watch, as dragon-guard, 
On that Hesperian fruit ? 
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Lord Fenwick. . . Why, then'I should g 

But laugh at thy most impotent presumption 1 

Henet (aside). — At last the metal rings ! — fto him) 
Thou wilt not, then, 
Resign thy bold pretensions to that lady ? ^ 

LoKD Fenwick (aside). — Sits the wjiid there ? — {aloud) 
Hadst thou that question put 
Less haughtily, I might haye deigned reply ^ 

By a plain statement. But thus bullied, I 
Tor answer tell thee^ — Nbtee ! Eight in you, 
Or any one, but most of all in you, £ 

Upon me such condition to impose, 
I do deny, repel, and treat with scorn! 



Henry. — Then you reject the only chance of peace. 
I pray you, ponder. ^ 

Lord Fenwick. . . . Palsied be my tongue, 
When it seeks peace on terms which Honour spurns ! 
And blasted be my fame, if— haying come 
Alone to give thee, what thou could' st not hope. 
The chance of losing by a true man's' brand 
The felon life predestined to the halter — » 

I let thee now escape me unchastised ! 

Henkt. — That speech wants little "to be eloquent, 
Except one item of some moment — truth. 
Thou come alone ? Look yonder, and confess 

The falsehood of the vaunt. By heay.en ! thy prudence ^|,ts 

Equals, my lord, thy valour — or transcends it. 

\_Enter GrfiEr, Swinburne, Orde, &c. 
But let them come. {Drawing) Here, like this mountain 

oak, 
I bide the fury of the storm. Come;on ! &|^ 

Sf^ 






s 
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Whose life hath public value, is not called 
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-8' 
* 
* 



Come one by one — I ask no favour else — « 



«• 



And thou the first ! \_To Lord Fenwick. « 



LoEB Fen-wick {to Ms Friends). — For this inopportune, * 

Though well-intentioned zeal, I thank you hot. * 

Back — if you love me ! Back — unless you deem mo 
The craven which this braggart says I am 



* 

* 
-8' 



! « 



Hbnkt. — Proclaim me braggart when, my deeds belie * 

The promise of my words. ^ * 






LoKD Gkey. . . . And him a craven J 

On the same terms. But hear ! A high-born man, * 

To risk it in a brawl with one whose life * 

*!■»> Must be of less — mat be of no concern. * 



And therefore have we come — not to o'erpower * 

A single warrior — not to interpose, * 

Un warrior-like, between you ; but to learn, "8 

Ere blow be struck, whether our friend is matched * 

With fair antagonist. Of that assured, « 

Let triumph gild the braver ! ■« 

Lord Fenwick. . . . Stop, my friends. « 
Too much hath passed between us now, to plead 

That point of custom. Be he what he maj- — <% 

Noble or ignoble — or high or low — i8 

s8 "ft* 

True man or robber — he shall have his wish. « * 

* 



^ ; No more, as ye are friends ! ^ 

[A single combat, in which Loan Fenwick' s Sword is * 

« 



forced out of his hand ly Henky. 
Henkt Demand thy life. 

LoKD Fenwick. — Never ! My name in arms is now « 

eclipsed ; ^ 

My life is worthless. Take it. * 



^***^*****|*******^ * 



^ Scene VIZ. 199 . <^ 

»• <& 

I Henkt Foul befall t 

^ The man that strikes the yauquished ! — No, no, Hyo. ^ 

I But bar my way no more. — Now for the next — ^ 



fl> 
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SCENE I. 



# 



^ Lord Gket— Your true nobility of soul, brave Stran- 

■* ger, 4 

lg. Disarms us all. To that, and not to any * S 

* T.paa Inftv mntivn. (in TVfi bfiff vmi ffiVe * 






Less lofty motive, do we beg you give 

Our wish for peace — a wish, you may believe, j* 

*" Not usual in a Borderer. "& 

i> <* 

?> 4»- 

*■ Henby I believe it : "^ 

p v 

I And when we meet again, there may be less "* 

*■ Of mystery, more of pleasure. Fare ye well. [_&eunt. * 

3> •#• 



^ t 



<& 



^ GoRDALE — ^ tremendous mountain chasm,. Enter Eoddam ^ 

ft> ffiWf? Cathlben. * 

fis. ■* 

Cathlben. * 

I 1|pSB| EODDAM ! why so rash ? Yet, yet return ! % 

IS> iwp^Ml ^°™® dread thing is about to happen ! Stay — ^ 

e- ^1^^' Turn not that rock, but listen ! Told I not % 

. Of dell that narrowed, and at last closed in ? 

^ • <& 

^ And told I not of thunder ? Are vou mad ! 

» The dell is narrowed to a point : o'erhead. 

The clouds have veiled the sun : and if these clouds 

p Bear not a storm within their lurid halls, .^ 

(b No sky will henceforth thunder ! Let us back ! -^ 



g ^- <$■ jjl (4^ ;$ <^ tjr ft ife 1^ 1$ i' !it i$ <i j- ij^ ^ <St i -i ^ <i i ^i ($ 1$ i <i .ij >^ ■$ tS! 'i ^ Ij %f_ f ^ <$ i <$ ■-». ajl-^ 




■| M| ll l M |> l |M I |mMjMm«Uj^ 



200 



Act IV. 



EoBDAM. — And we were fools, my love, to turn us back 
Upon such ground as the coincidence 
Of a dark dingle with a maiden's dream. 
On, my C'athleen ; nor fear that harm can come 
To Roddam or to thee. For thy sweet sake 
Yon clouds shaU pass away, and heaven be blue 
As that fair eye of thine, where love-^insphered — 
Shines through its tear, as shines the western star 
Through the fine dews of Eve ! [They enter the chasm. 

Heavens ! what a sight. 

Cathlebn. — Godi the very scenery of my dream ! 

EoDDAM. — Why then thy dream was highly honoured, 
love; 
Por England hath no nobler scene than this, 

[Enter Ladies Maegaebt and Emma» with Noetok and 
part of the Procession, on foot. All gaze in si- 



Gordale 



JfoKTON. — Your silence moves no wonder, 
hath, 
In its first burst of unexpected grandeur, 
A spell to awe the soul, and chain the tongue. 
How great its Maker then 1 

Ladt Maegaebt. . . . Now this repays 
The toil of our long journey ! — Emma, .look ! 
Look, Cathleen, Eoddam ! — It might seem a tower 
Whose architects were giants, did yon stream 
Mar not the fancy. 

E.0DDAM. . . . Or a cavern hewn 
From out the solid rook by hand of genii. 

Ladt Emma. — Or fairy palace, by enchantment raised, 
To hold the elfin court in ! 
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NoETOff. . . . These scattered fragments 



* the clefts. 2 d 
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"^"'^ LADr MiEiaARBT. . . . 'Tis a spene * ■ 



^ ^ Too stern and gloomy for those gentle beings, *& 

That love the green dell and the moonlight ring. -^ (J 

I like my first impression. — Whence the stones * 

^ That cumber the wide floor ? <8< 



•<* 



^ Have fallen, Lady, from the toppling cliff's, t* 

^ Detached by slow decay — perchance by lightning — * 

J* And piled through silent ages. Eear not, gentles ; t» 

^ Beneath the bend of this far-slanting rock, '^ 

We stand exempt from peril — ^nothing Jess 

Than some discourteous Earthquake being able ^ 



'« 



[^ To make the massive Giant fall and crush us. .,0^." 

Lady Emma. — There is a peril, Eriar, which, I fear, '^ ^ 

*• Neither this Giant nor his friends can save from — '? J* 

!* The peril of a thunder-storm. /? 

* - 't 

*' Cathlben (fo RoddamV . . . Ohear! ,'x 

<8-; * Lady Makgaret. — It were a deadly sin 'gainst taste, "^ 

in 



* so soon ^ 

» ;■» 

i«> To quit this scene of wild sublimitv, '"? 

»> ■ *' 

«> In dread of an imaginary danger. "* 

•» My Spirit rises while I gaze, to see '■* 

is> The shadows deepen, as the clouds o'ersweep ■* 

»> The almost-meeting crags above our head, ■* 

)g> Until the cataract, that whitely falls <* 

vflj As if from heaven, becomes its only light, — ■ 

sg, Seeming, indeed, a gush of moonshine poured •S. 



Through a rent cloud, when all beside is gloom ! — ■«( 



* 

ig, \_LigMn.ing. ■5^ 

^ That flash came not from water — Ha ! again — <»;* 



« 



■*;« 



|j [.4 «fo*-»i of thunder <md lightning, during which the heads ta;| 

and weapons of the Outlaws are pa/rtly seen among <jjj' 



'*mt 
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IToKTos^ (dshde hi the Outlawa). — Await iny signal. J 

\_They retire. 
{Aloud) 'Tis a fearful hour ! 
God ! wliat a crash was that I Flash crowds on flash ! » 

It lightens as if Satan sat i' th' clouds, iS 

And fed their fires ; while the redouhling crags, ^ 

"With most terrific mimicry, send hack fi 

The rattle to the sky ! — (Aside) By heav«n, they quail ! ;$ 

These northern warriors, who would fearless charge 5^ 

Thrice their own number in a Border feud, ^ 

Are worms before a danger which doth mock 
The spear and mail of armed bravery ! 
Now is my time — '[^Whistles,' and enter Outlaws. 



Protect and save us ! — Holy Mother, save 
Thy servant ! 

An Outlaw.- — Yield ! Your purses of your lives ! 



c 



NoKTOjf {with ajfected alarm). — The Outlaws ! — All ye % 

saints ?» 



IS 



Norton. — Good friends, submit; else we shall never 
see 
Another morning dawn 1 

RoDDAM. . . . Monk, hold thy peace, § 

El^e I will cleave thy head ! [To the Outlaws. 

A bold demand, 
Arid one that, numerous as ye are, will task 
Yolur prowess to enforce it. {to J^orto'ii). Old man, bid 
The ladies keep the shadow of the rock S 

As they regard their safety. We will tlirow (« 

A rampart of good steel before them. Form — 3 JJ 

Quick — right and left behind me. Tarely I — Ten 
Good men and true are match for fifty villains 

[ d Battle. 







^ ® 



»■ 



■^'4 
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@ 



® 



-@ 



/. 203 



Strike fast — -and home ! Each thrust, so sent, rids earth 
Of so much crime ! [^Fights, Thunder continues. 

High omens are about us — 
Heaven sends its lightnings to direct our blows, 
It tliunders for our triumph ! \_Fights. 

An Outlaw (rushing tiponHoBDAii from behind). — Hell 
receive 
Thj- fiery soul ! \_Stais him. 

EoDDAM (turning fiercely round). — Villain! dastard! 
die ! \_Stahs him. 

That was a coward's trick. Fight, gallants, fight ! 
They waver. — On ! — Cath — use her name I dare not. 
Else should that name, heard o'er the tumult, make 



.lUl, 



'©- 



<^ 



^ The brave be braver ! [^Fights. •■(» 

'\_2'he Battle continues. The Borderers give way. 



EoDDAM. . . . Cowards ! dastafds ! stand ! 
Eally again, or be disgraced for ever ! 
What will they say by Cheviot ? \_Fights. 

1^ V;iin! they leap ^ 

O'er crag and cataract like startled deer; 
And I am left. — Curse on the coward blow 
Of that expiring caitiff ! \_Staggers. 

[The Outlaws seize and bear o^Labies MAEeAREX and 
Emma. Catsl^sts flies towards RoDnAM. 
■® Villains ! no — 

Ye shall not do that outrage ! (falls) Cathleen ! 



^ 



» 



i» 



® 



Cathleen. — 'Tis done ! 'tis done ! — He would not 
* ' hear me! — Eoddam! '^?« 

speak to me ! — He never will speak more ! '^'• 

Dead ! dead ! — misery ! [To the Outlaws. 

Here — complete your work 
Of butchery ! Stretch me in blood beside hi 



i« 












v 
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^e^ 7r. 



And I will die with thanks upon my tongue ! 

[iS'Ae raises Mm in part, places his h^ad upon her hnee, 
ffanes iipon him, and exclaims-^ 
He breathes, he lives ! Thank Heaven ! [^The Scene shuts. 



SCENE II. 

Crags near Goedale. Enter an Outlaw. 

Outlaw {almost breathless). — lie must he near. Ho ! 
Norton ! [ Calling. 

'[Enter Nohton. 

KoKTON Eiends pluck out 

Thy foolish tongue ! Why shouldst thou- name me, ass ? 

Outlaw. — I did not name you ass ; hut if you stay 
Many hours longer in this vicinage. 
You will have earned the name. 

Norton N"o insolence — 

"What meanest thou r 

Outlaw Henry— 

N'oETON Damnation*! what? 

Speak, what of him ? 

Outlaw. ... He met us — Bland and me — 
As we were carrying off the Lady. Bland, 
At the first menace, dropped his sword, and hegged 
Forgiveness. 

NoKioK. . . Base poltroon ! And thou ? 

Ou'J'LAW ijientuting) Why — I — 

I did the buiuc. 
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Scene 11. 205 

IToKTON. . . Two quailed to one ! The slaves — 
But at the least, ye did confess nought. He 
Knows nothing of my part ? 

Outlaw Bland told him all ! 

How you had trained us to oppose his will ; 
Had planned th' attack and capture of to-day ; 
And above aU, had bound it on our souls, 
To give the Lady Percy to believe 
That he was author of whatever outrage 
She might have suffered. 

NoBioN Thou didst contradict this ? 

Outlaw. — I durst but sanction what my comrade said ^ 
But took the earliest chance to steal a^ay, 
In hope to find you out, and give you warning 
To 'scape the deep revenge the Chief hath vowed. 

NoETON. — Thanks; but I fly uot! — Desperate was the 
throw. 
And the ilie turns up — Ruin ; but to whom ? 
That waits decision. — Go. I would compose 
My mind a little, were there a retreat. 

Outlaw. — The Cave. 

IToRioN. — The Cave ! Thou'rt mad, gr else a traitor ! 
That were the first explored. 

Outlaw Ay, such he deems 

Thy thought to be, and therefore will not search it. 

NoiiTOjf. — That notion seems a shrewd= one. {Puts off 
Ms disguise). Take this garb ; 
I have no further use for it. Be true. [Exit Norton. 

Outlaw [solus). — He has no further use for't. So I think. 
Aad I opine that, sa\'e b)- some good fortune. 
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Of wMch I dream not, the next suit he gets, cg- 

Will cost him nothing, and ■will last !'«■ ever ! [Exit. a^- 



1 » 

■s- e, 

* ft. 
«- ft. 

SCENE III. * I 

Cave and Waterfall. Henet is discovered %n t?ie «- 

act of supporting Lady Mahgarbt. % 



My Evil Genius, speak ! 






* 

Lady Maegaeet. — Where am I ? Where is Emma ? <«j- 

Where my friends ? «- 

Have they all perished in yon dreadful cavern ? <8- 

Ain I the singly saved ? Speak, Monk ! Speak, Outlaw ! % 

cfi- 

*- 
«- 
«- 
"«- 



Henet The last, sweet Lady, 

I wot not why you caU me. True, I am 

Most evil to myself; to one beside 

I am most evil ; but to tlice ! J 



■ft. 
* 

ft. 
» 

» 

». 
ft. 

* 
* 
•ft. 
■ft. 
■ft. 
■ft. 
■ft. 
•9' 
■ft. 



Lady Maegaekt EorgiVe me, 

If in my terror I have done thee wrong. * 

But I will call thee aught— my Guardian Angel * 

Ever at hand to rescue and to save ! * 

That I will call thee, and will add whate'er *; 

My power may promise, or my purse afford, * ? 

If thou wilt tell me that my friends arc safe ! *■ * 

Heney. — Dear Lady, be composed. I have already * * 

Assured thee all is well. My friend's report, * 

Which but thy swoon prevented thee fi'om hearing, *- 

Bore that soine others of your northern; train, («■ 
Not in the former company, had reached 
The scene of conflict ; that th' assailanfe then. 

On this accession to their foes, had fled ; ^ 



■«- 



That Lady Emma, rescued by an archer, * 



Had joined her friends — 




■ft. 

* 

«> 
«> 
ft. 
ft. 

ft. 
ft. 



■ft. 
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<0 



•» 



#. ^vrnn 111. ^v( ^ 



«. 






Lady Mahgarrt. . Thank God ! And Roddam — <^ 

2 #• But that brave youth is slain ! — <^ 

^# f 

* Henet I know not that. -^ 

^ Ladt Margaret. — And I — why am I here? 0! what ' ■# 



t liavc 1 ^ 

^ Or said, or done, to merit this unkindness ? * ^ 

2 Speak, why is Margaret the selected victim 5 

f" Of him who saved her life ? — But hear me, villain ! 



The stainless Daughter of a martial line j> 

* ■Cannot receive an insult unavenpred ! 'f 

^ Henry fhneeling). — If in my soul there ever lurked, ^ 

fl, or lurks, 

^ One thought intending aught but good to thee, % 

^ May the next flash yon awful sky shaU send, % 

* Strike me to ashes ! ^ 

^ Lady Margaret. . . Art thou not the author % 

Of this day's work ? ^ 

^ Henry. ... So help me Heaven, no ! ^ 

^ Lady Marisaret. — Nor knowest our a.ssailants ? ^ 

^ Henby {rising). . . . There I cannot <^ 

^ Plead innocence. Some guilt is justly mine; ^ 

^ For which I suffer penance — thy suspicion. 

% But I am foully wronged, as one shall know [Thunder. 

* And pay for ! Hark ! more fiercely and more near ^ 
*■ The thiinder rolls. The lightning wraps the crags ^ 

* 'In its most perilous flame. But we are nigh # 
■e> The shelter of a cave 

^ Lady Margaret. . . Speak not of that ! -j^Jj 

#■ Here stand I in the face of Heaven, whose darts 



"S 



Fly not at random, but obey the hand 4»i * 
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That makes them ministers to sti'ike or spare. 
Here is no danger save from One whose pity- 
Marks the poor sparrow fall. I will tnist Hur, 
Although he seems in anger — hut not thee ! 

Henry. — Thy will be law. I did but mean to find thee 
A shelter from the storm. Eut ! believe, 
That cave were safe as Alnwick's princely bowers ; 
And let me add, those princely bowery may see 
Fair youths of noble name and martial deed' 
Contending for thy smile ; but shall not see, 
Amid the crowd of suitors, one that letes thee 
With love so true as mine ! 

Lady Mahoaket. . . . Talk not of love ! 
Of that no more ! If thus my foolish' dream 
Is over, let it end ' — Thou Tiadst, poor youth, 
A part in Margaret Percy's bosom once — 
I shame me not to say it now, when I 
Am wretched, and thine eyes do look their last 
Upon me — but 'tis done. From this hour forth, 
I cast thine image hence, and thought of thee 
Shall never haunt me more ! 

Henkt To have been thus — 

To have engrossed, though but a moment's space. 

One thought of thine— shall be the cherished feeling. 

The secret triumph, and the silent pride 

Of this full heart, till its pulsations cease 

In the calm grave ! But since it hath been thus — 

And that Earth's fairest lips have just avouched — 

"Why not be thus again ? 

Lady MiEOAiiET Impossible 

Ask thy own life. 

Heney Lady, my life hath not 
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«> 



t»; * Been free from stain ; yet are there greater villains, ^ )» 

*( «> If that must be the word. * «. 

«, * Lady Mabgabbt. . . That I would hope. ]*< 

!8< * And yet connexion is confessed — alliance — •*< 

3 * With men of blood! 



* Henry. . . A fitter time will come. 

When all shall be explained. '^ 



fK 



* Lady Makgaeet. . . . It needeth not ; ^ 

«• I have no interest in the knowledge. Yet ^ 

e> There is one question I should like to ask, 

Ere we two part for ever. Know you aught "*! «> 

» Of a poor girl named Ashxon ? **< „ 

9> iiBNRY Said I, no, ■^ 

e> I should say Msely. ««< 

6" . "^ 

fis Lady Mabgaket. — That at least seems candid. — "8< 

» "«< 

8. Art thou the cause of that fair girl's distraction ? <«< 

e> " «( 

6= "*; 

e> Heney. — ^It was deep villany to be the cause ; '*; 

e. But, being so, 'twere double viUany ^ 

^ To say — I am not. ■<8< 

» 

» Lady Margaeei. — Then did blood of Kings 

e> Flow in thy veins, I should esteem myself *( 

e> Degraded by thy suit ! — Away, and beg ■•«. 

» Pardon of outraged Heaven ! *( 



» Henet Alas ! my heaft 



e> 






S 8> Is not of adamant. I feel too late ^ 

^ S" The ruin I have wrought. Thou art ttro good *) 

^ » To know how passion m the heart of man, ^ 



8- 

e With the swift outbreak of a summer flood, * 

Bears in its course the meadow-blooms of virtue, »*( £ 

And leaves the hanks a waste. — But I will not «*! ? 



^ 

> 






^ te; Our paths will thenceforth separate ; apd if ^ 
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1* 



^ Uninjured sinews might attain the summit, 

j^. Spring greenly but to mock the sight df him S Ig 
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|! i*r Compared with thme ! 

SI 



j-i Henhy. — Ask the bruised \vTetoh, convulsed 

j^ With agony, to reasoend the rock. 



3>( S^ Down which his madness or his fate hath dashed him. 

Wi '!% Alas, his feeble limbs could ill keep stance 



^ On ledge or jutting stone. The shoots by which 



Doomed at the base to die !— But if my heart 



» 



Attempt the palliation of my guilt. 

I am unworthy, Lady, to remain § 

j^ In presence of thy virtue ; and not long 

Shall my taint-breathing infamy bedim 
Its all-pure mirror. Having joined j'our friends, g 



I'hins bo but bright with sunshine, that reflection g 

-j^ iSs Will form a rainbow on the louring cloud 

te That now must darken mine! 



'^ Lady Makgaekt. . . . Yet whj-— ! why -g 



Should thine be dark ? Thy manners and thy speech ^ 

^ No token bear of vulgar birth. Still less 

Dost thou seem one that skulks by cave and brake, pj 

]^ Oheering his crew to most abhorred deeds, J 

S At whose recital good men weep. Then why 

j^ Not quit the base career, and rise — ■ ay, rise — 

;?i For well I ween the meanest state life'hath — 

^ The state of Bondman fettered to the soil, 

% And sold and bought with that^is high, is noble. 



^ 



^ 



t 



i^ Had power enough to scale the precipice. 

And be what it hath been, how valueless 
K Were e'en success, when ihou — the Vision bright 

IC That on its top shed radiancy — art gone, ^, 

its And all is duU and blank ! — No, no ; that light s>, 
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No more on high, fame, name, and character 
Are things not worth a thought ! 

^ Lady Margaret. . . . Thou talk'st romance. 

Now hear the truth. A Percy's daughter coines not 
In contact with disgrace. Yet say I will — 
If my poor smile can win thee from this mean 
And guilty course, thou hast it I — forgive — 
Be aU thou wast at Linhope's wild cascade, 
When the North saw her Chivalry outshone 
By the young Stranger- Knight ! Whose eye like mine 

■® The change shall greet ? Whose heart like mine rejoice r 

And ! whose hand — but mine — ^reward the struggle 
High — ^hard — and holy ? 

Q HJENRr {kneeling and taking her hand). — Noble maid ! 

'tis done. 
That word redeems the past, and saves the future ! 
Beloved by thee, I am not all degraded.. 
Beloved by thee, I shall not sink again 
Beneath the proud height of thy love ! ' That word 
Hath torn the mystery — as a garment — 'from me, 
And now I tell thee — 

■® [Shouting is heard as of persons in seoirch of some one, 

® and calling to and answering one another. 

-& We are interrupted. 

-© It means not. Thou shalt learn all soon. But how .' 

■® . * 

.© Was it a dream ? Or did I hear, iu sooth, 

-© That thou art the affianced Bride of f enwick : 

■® 

-© 

•® Lady Margabbi. — Indeed thou must have dreamt it, 

■® Henry. 

■© 

@ 

kH Henry What! 

-© 

-@ Is there, then, no alliance soon to be 

-@ > 

« Betwixt your Houses r 



■© 



•© 



-@ 
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Ladi Maesaeet. . . Yes. My sBrother's troth 
Is plighted to the Lady Emma. 

Henet Fool ! 

Madman !— But it is well no blood was shed. 
The noble Fenwick ! — As I live, 'tis ho — 

\_£nter Lobd Fenwick. 

Henet [taking Ms hand) — My lord, I blush to meet 
you. I but learnt 
This moment how insanely I have acte'd. 
Can you forgive me ? 

LoED Fehwick. . . . Stranger, 'as a debtor 
That lacks wherewith to pay — 

Henry. . . . No, No. Not long 
Shall thou BO designate me. To your care 
Permit me to restore your lovely Ward 
Honoured and safe as when at first exposed 
To the rude rangers of these craggy glqns. 
Adieu to both. I follow soon. VExit. 



LoED Fehwick ahd Lady Margaebi. — Adieu. 



\Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. 



The Interior of Gennet'e Cave. Noeion discovered at the 
entrance, sword in hand, and couched as if ready to 
spring upon some one. Fanny Ashton near him. 

Fanny. — JJorton, what watch you for? 

NoETON. ... A wild boar — hush 1 
This mad fool will betray me, if I am not 
Betrayed already by yon clown^He mfives ! 
He turns away — returns — Damnation 1— stay 



^kS^MI^ 
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Taunt Ashton. — This is the Fairyf s cave. Hast seen 
her, Norton ? 
But she ne'er shows herself, except to eyes 
That soon must close in death. Would I might see her 1 
It ■were so sweet to die, and dream no more. 
Dost thou dream, Norton ? ^ U 

NoKTON Peace ! I say. 

Fanny I wiU ; 

Because thou art so surly — not like Mm. 
He said I was a fairy ; said my eyes. 
With every sparkle, wove a spell around him, 
That made me lovelier — dearer ! Norton, this 
Shall never more be styled the cave of Gennet. 
'Tis mine ! Here wiL. I dweU ; and when my braia 
Bums, I will bathe it in yon gentle FaU 
Whose waters light my cavern. Then at morn, 
I'll sprinkle me with dewdrops from the rose ; 
And when the Moon looks o'er the fell, I'U mount 
Her beams, and seek my love ! [Lightning. 

\_She throws her arms round Norton, — exclaiming 
Save, sava me, Noeion ! 
That came for me ! — I felt it draw my soul I — 
Biit now I breathe again. — Yet hold me fast ! [Faints. 

NoKTON. — She spumed me, and for him. I little cared 
For her sake : yet it gaUed me to reflect 
That e'en in low amours he baffled me. 

Fanny (reviving). — Dearest ! confess it now. Thou 
hast deceived 
The trusting Fanny, Henry ! and I must 
Avail me of thy dagger. Hast forgot: 
How when we sat beneath yon mounl^in-ash. 
When I was well, and never plagued with dreams, — 
You showed it mo, and told me that if ever 
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* 



Fanny f eagerly J. . Give it me ! [TZe gives it to her. 
No-w will I couch like thee ; and when Jae comes. 
"Will spring upon him — thus \_Places herself beside him. 



* 
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I found thee false, I was to stab thee w/th it ? ^ 

Now give it me. Dost think I'll kill thee, love ? * * 

But I wiU see thy heart, and look on her ^ * 

That takes my place thereon ! — and I will stab her, * * 

I'or there is triumph in her smile. — Take that ! * * 

\_Thrusts as with a dagger. * . 

IfoKTON. — I am not he you mean. * * 



Pannt Not Henry ? Ko — « 

Thou art not. Then, how dreamt I he was here ? * 

NoKTON — Hg may be here anon. Just now he stood * 

With his new love beside the waterfall. * 



And if thou wouldst do what he bade thee, Tanny, * 

My dagger's at thy service. « 



* 
■a 



Norton (aside). . The proverb says « 

Drowning men catch at straws. But nsw for me 
Aught to expect from this girl's brain-sick whim, — 
Why, 'twere to clutch a thread of gossuYaer ce 

Waved by the summer wind from hawtlipm bush .« 

;^ Across a headlong stream that bears me down ! 

Yet let him stand the risk. If fails her dagger. 
My sword may follow with a surer blow ! 

[Henhy, without, gives the signal whistle. * 



* 



NoKTON (^io Fanny/— Speak not ! He thinks to find * 

some comrades here — f Enter Henhy. * 

Now — quickly! spring! [To Fanny. « 



* 



\_As he enters, Fanny springs forward, then pauses, * 

and, shrieking, throws away the dagger. Norton * 

aims a morM Mow at him, which F»\>;xv Asfito.n — <« 

* 



?*******<i>*****'#****<i>*********<jj*!ij****<j|i*.ii*4?*i#**** 
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fi> . . . * 
rushing idtoeen them — receives in her hreasi, and in- 

ft- stantly falls. 

f t. ^ 

S> Hbnrt (drawing). — damned villain ! thou has spilt -^ 

p? a life <fr 

ft, I ■would have given my best domain to save ! 

% Miscreant ! I might have pardoned thee again, 

J But for this deed. But this weighs down thy soul <§. 



■#■■ 



»■ 



* % iThey fight. TSouto^ falls. | 



* 



8> 
ft. 



To hot perdition ! 



^ i^ToKioN. . . . Pardon! I despise % 

I Thy mercy, as thy vengeance. Strike'— * 



^ Hekey Thou hast it ^ 



At last, perfidious ■wretch ! '^ 



<f> 



*" NoBi'ON. . . . My curse he on thee ! 1! 

M> May woes, like vipers, writhe around thy heart. 



•t 

* - 

* * I have no wrongs to urge. I wag in fault *■ 



ft Gnaw — gnawing it through life ; and may your death J 

B. Be speedy — 'and as bloody — as my own ! \_Bies. J 

* ... .' I 

Henkt {Meeting and raising Fanny) — Live, Fanny, ^ 

live ! — Thou hast been deeply injured ; ^ 

But live ! and there is nothing thou canst ask * 



* But I wiU gladly grant thee^ 

a. <& 

ft- Ti im. .... "^ 

fi, Ianny Tismvam! — ^ 

(J, Dear Henry ! I have been so ill, so fevered, ^ 

0, I thought my brain would turn ; but •! am now 4y 

Myself again. I feel me dying, Henry ! J 



^ 



1^ To dream that one like you could ever stoop ^i # 

*■ To union with a peasant. But my parents — 1*L 

fl> Dear Henry, think of them. For my sake, be •#|S 

fl> *" J > ^1^ 

e> To them what Fanny Ashton should have been, <B^iT 

«. Their stay in age. And 0!^I would not have 
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A thought of me to mar thy happiness ; 

Yet if thou canst, some pensive moment, think 

Of me without a sorrow, — then, my love ! 

Eecall me to thy mind. Eemember me — 

Not as th' unkind upbraider of a wrong — 

But as a meek, erring girl, who loved too well 

Where love was hopeless ; yet whose death was sweet, 

Thus dying in thine arms, and knowing thou 

"Wilt close my eyes, whose image — ever dear — 

Is dearest at this moment, and shall be 

Their last impression ere they fix for ever ! 

1 (!an no more — my Henry — farewell ! [Bies. 



^^=^4iiJi,S0' 



A (' T \ . 

SCENE I. 

The Library in Baeden Towee. Lord Cliffokd and the 
Pkioh of Bolton seated at a table covered with papers, 
books, and mathematical instruments- 

LoED Cliefoed. 

pw LA.S, lord Prior, we must interrupt 

J^ p The pleasant course of our most loved researches ! 
To watch the wanderers of the nightly sky, 
That shed their influence, adverse or benign ; 
To trace the mysteries of Nature's work 
In earth or water — whether we remark 
The ebbs and flows of Ocean as he leads 
His mighty waves beneath the moving-moon, 
Or seek, by chemic fire, the still-hid stme 
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Philosophy hath worn her eyes to find';^ — ^ 

These, our enjoyments, must give plaqe awhile 
To painful duties. 

Peioe. . . . God's high will h6 done 1 4j * 

When open you the court ? <8< ^ 

LoKD CiiFFOED. . . I wait the coming 
Of certain of the northern visitors, *( % 

As evidence against the robber horde. S, 



Peiok. — ^How many of the villains are secured ? 

LoED Clipfoed. — Some twenty, and with them a sly 
old fox 
That keeps the hostelry at Kilnsey. ig);' 






Peioe Ah, — 

Is Tie suspected ? 

LoED CiiFEOED. . . Yes, of leaguing with, 
Abetting, and concealing them. ~m 

PaioH I Lear 

Eael Peect hath arrived. ■*< 

LoES Clutobd. . . . His lordship came ^ «> 

Last night, and will attend the court. He begs ^ e. 
A previous interview to talk with me 
On matters of high moment. — Would 'twere over ! 
Tor I do hate so much these shows of life — 
The words that nothing mean, the smiles that hide 

The pain of the tired heart — that, by my faith, 5; 

I could e'en now exchange this noble name, <9J 

My lordly halls, and all their owner's power, «; 

Por the low cottage and the homely fare, ■«. 

The unvexed spirit and the quiet sleep oj) 

I had among the glens of Cumbbeland, ^ 



ok: 



■^f fc 



» 



* 









2 E ^§» 



Ere I was wakened to the certainty 

Of my true rank, and all the cares that cling to't ! 

Pbioe. — That mood, my lord, is hut a passing cloud. 
Soon to depart and leave your spirit clear, 
Else would I blame you for it. He who did 
Eetrieve the mined fortunes of thy House, 
And gave you power to soothe or to redress 
The woes of thousands round you — power which ought 
To be the sweeter, since yourself have felt 
The very ills that ask your aidance — He, 
I say, my lord, deserves more gratitude 
'i'han such complaint implies. 

LoED Clifford ti-ue,"H)ost true. 

Yet must I feel that I am all unfit — 

From natural disposition, and the want 

Of artificial polish — for the sphere 

My fortune threw me into. I believe 

That what the Boy has been, the Man will be ; 

And I was, as a boy, contemplative, 

N'ot prone to active sports. I was the tihild — 

But let me check myself; for of my nature 

' Tis the weak point — to prattle of the past, 

Of things, perchance the listener nothing cares for, 

Perchance hath heard before. 

Peiou Never to me 

Did aught your lordship talked of, corae unwelcome. 

I love to hear old memories, reoitals 

Of passages, long gone, but called, as 'twere, 

Up from th' abyss of time, and hallowed by 

The light of fond Eemembrance. 

Lord Clifford Then art thou 

Fit to be listener when the aged sjieak. 



'9 
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— I was the child of war and of misfortune ; 

Born in a castle, suckled in the camp, 

And thence transferred — when Euiu found my sire, a- 

And would have found his son, that Clifford's name <> 

Might only gild the past — transferred for safety, 

To secret places in the west. 

Pkioh Unknown 

To those ahout you ? 

LoHD Clipfoed. . . . Ay, aud to myself 
For the few gleams my j'outhful memory kept 
Of prouder days, soon vanished ; and I. deemed ^ 

Myself the peasant boy that others thought me. 



-@ 



© 

© 
© 



tt- © 



PuiOE. — Tour lady-mother died. 

LoED Cliffokd. . . . Yes, died before J 

I was of age to be intrusted with ^ 

The dangerous secret of my noble bu'th ; 
But not before I was of age to learn 
The faith my fathers cherished. Oft she read, J © 

And wept the while, the blessed page that tells 
Of God's soiourn with mortals. <i^ 

Peioe Well for you, 

That the first knowledge of that Book \|as taught 
By lips so pure as hers I You might have else 
Erred, by interpreting the sacred word 
In other ways than Holy Church permits 
Her children to believe. 



@- 



# 



© 



© 



@ LoED Cliffoed ferossing himself J. Jesu be thiiiil;ed ! ^ 

% I keep the faith. At three score years and ten ' "^ 

It were too late to re-examine points J 2 

Of controversy. These another race Jte 

May sift and battle for — as signs abroad 

Seem to prognosticate the}- will. 
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Peioe, ...... Saints grant 

It may be well for Eome ! ' Twas but last nigbt, 

I dreamt I saw my own fair Priory, 

The beautiful House in which our fathers worshipped, 

Doomed, pillaged, desecrated ! Nay, I saw 

Until the Ivy mantled every arch. 

And waved from every window-shaft, aod things 

Obscene and nameless crawled and twisted, where 

The holy Altar now is dim with light I - 

And I heard men, that waited about, and said 

' Twas a just retribution for the waste 

And wickedness that long had revelled there. 

And some named me — me, Richahd Moone, with curses, 

And some with pity, as the last that ruled 

As prior within its walls. — St. Mary, guard 

The shrine thou lovest !* — Pardon me, my lord ; 

This weakness but delays your narrative. 

Lour CiiFFOBD. — My dreams are of the mountains, 
where my youth 
Did pass so happily, in sweet communibn 
With Nature — ^unacquainted with all pomp, 
Except her own, when Night brought out the stars — 

[jMiter a Servant. 



Seevant. — ^My lord, Earl Percy. 



[_JEx;zt Sbkvant. 



Lord Cliffobd Thank „your fortune, sir. 

Your trial's past. 

\_Enter the Eahi op Ndethitmbekland. 
A thousand welcomes, lordi 
To Baeden Tower ! Your lordship's willing servant. 
The Prior of Bolton. 



* These lines have been praised. I am bound to say that the ideas 
were suggested by some beautiful MS, verses of my friend J. H. 
Dixon, Ksq, 
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NoETHxriEBERLAiTD. . That Sum quadrupled 
In thanks to both ! \To Lord Clifford. 

Time hath laid on your lordship 
A gentle hand since last we met. By heaven, 
Did the Scot muster for another fight, - 
Thou wouldst bear arms as stoutly as you did 
On FioDDEN Field. S 

LoED Cliepoed. . . . Tour lordship's pleased to 
flatter. 
But thanks to Heaven, my age keeps green — And you. 
Time hath not passed you without adding strength 
And manly bulk to the fair slender frame g 

I saw five years ago. Please 3-ou, be seated. 



Loed Clifeoed. . .' . I am your servant. 
S j5 My friend wiU find amusement from 'these shelves 

8 ^ Tin our return. [Exeunt Lokds. 

\_As the Prior takes down a volume the scene closes. 



A wood near Harden Tower. Unter Ladies Mahgaebt 
and Emma, with Cathljibn. 

Lady Maeoaeet. — 'Tis strange. • Two days have 
passed, and yet he comes not ! 

! love's impatience ought to shame the lightning 
As slow and cold ! — But one thing I.have sworn, 
That come he soon, or come he never more, 

1 will not wed this man, whom my good brother 
Would kindly substitute for him I love ! 
Cathleen — 



I mm8^firftaf?nif}i?^wmimr]?'f?8^ 



NoETHUMBBELAifD. — I crave your pardons both. My g 

business asks 

Your private ear, my lord. | 



SCENE II. a 



a 



if 
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Cathleen. . My lady. * » 

Lady Mabgaeet. . How fares Eoddam ? «- gs 

Cathleen, Well. «- ^ 

He doth recover as by miracle ; 



.But loss of blood hath made him weak. «- g, 

Lady Mamgaret Brave Youth ! «- ^ 



I would I were a ftueen for Eoddam's sake ^ 






Cathleen. — I shall be glad to tell him of your wish, 
And he be proud to hear of it. * 






Lady Maegaeet Cathleen, * Z 

You know the song of Duncan ? I bethink me * g, 

How the old Minstrel's tears mixed with his harp-strings * % 

As he did sing it— giving what to me <%■ % 

Appeared a playful, not a sad farewell, qe- 

An air of sorrow and of prophecy. — <^ * 

Just now, methinks, 'twould please me well to hear it. ,^ * 



Cathleen, — Would that my power to" please were like ^ 

my wish ! \_Sing8. cg- 



» 



Away, Lady, fly from thy dark native mountains, ^ 8> 

Thy mead-bordered streams, and thy! heather-fiinged 

fountains. 
From the depth of thy glens, from the swfeep of thy valleys, * 



Where the warrior treads, and the deer-hunter sallies; * 

Away, Lady, fly ! but vale, mountain, and river * 

May sweep, tower, and flow — and be thine again never ! * 

0, thoughtless and light beats the heartin thy bosom — «■ 

But thine eye is the diamond, thy cheek is the blossom, cj- 

Thy form is the seraph's, all grace and aU lightness, ^ 

The charm of thy spirit around thee is brightness,—^ * 

And young eyes may gaze, and young bosoms may quiver, ? 

Aff'eotions may change, and return to us" never ! * 

♦r 




8> 



9= 
8> 






voice some strain % 

^ Of doleful note? Or grow I superstitious ^ 

* Since Gordale's gloomy hour? ^ 

J Lady Emma, (looking out). . . Tou heard aright- * 

**• There cometh now a funeral-train, who bear 

* A coffin decked with garlands. Maidens young. 
Arrayed in white, support the bier. Some comrade ^ 



•#■ 



<*> 



# 

* ft- 



Lady Makqaret.— Hark ! Mingled not with Cathleen's 



Solemnly, slowly ! 



#1 



W^ 
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' Tis done ! — ■' Mid the dazzle of bliss apd of splendour, % 

Still fewer and fainter the musings — though tender — %. * 
That waft back thy soul to the land of thy childhood, 

Where mountain and meadow, where river and wildwood, J 

y. And thousands of hearts throbbing fondly as ever, $ 

* Lament thee away to be ours again — never ! J^ 



<& 



They take to her last home, I doubt not.' — Hush ! 

a, Again they raise the hymn. Step we aside, 

% Until the sad procession passes by. \_Hxeunt. % 

^ -# 

ft. [_Enter a Funeral. A coffin with the name of Fanny # 

AsHTON engraven on the lid, is carried slowly on the 

3^ stage, followed hy Cuthbeki Ashton, his Wife, 5 

^ and mourners; QixsxasE^x leaning on a staff. The 

(i. Hearers set down the coffin, while the following lines ^ 

^ are sung : — Y 

^ When the storm calleth *i 

fe "Wildly and loudlv, * 

ft. Then the flower faUeth 4*^ 

ft. <^ 

4>> That blossomed so proudly — <^ 

(P Earth to its earth we bring, ^ 

ft. 



ft. Soul to its Goi), we sing, ^ 

J Happy and holy ! * 
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Dare not to blame her — 

Lifeless she lieth ! 
Tenderly name her — 

Early she dieth ! 
Dust to its narrow cell, 

Narrow and lowly 1 
Soul with its Maker dwell, 

Happy amd holy ; 

\^During the Hymn a Steangee, imiffied, comes for- 
ward, places his hand on the coffin, and stands in 
an attitude of grief. Ctjthbeet and his Wife 
appea/r to notice him, and to converse earnestly aside. 
At length Cuthbeki raises his staff and speaks — 

Ctjthbeet. — Avaunt there, villain ! or beware the 
vengeance 
Of a despairing father — father ? No ! 
I was a father. Curses light — 

Steangee Old man. 

Curse not. It Vails not. It is curse enough 
To feel what now I feel. 

Ctjthbeet Dost thou repent ? 

Then God forgive thee — as — I — do ! [ Weeps. 

Steangee Amen ! 

And when thou seest my features, tlmu wilt know 
That I am able, not to heal thy woes. 
But, it may be, to soften them. 

[^Shows his face to Cuihbeet. 
Exclaim not. 
I would not these should know me for the wretch 
I must appear to them, if Imown. \^Ta7ces his arm. 

Good Cuthbert, 
Termit I prop thy steps, who have, alas ! 






I 

i 






<« 



«> Ta'ea their sweet prop away. I have sad right 

*; «>■ To be a Moiimer here ! 

* CuTHBEUT (greatly agitated) . . This is too much ! ' 

*> «> [The funeral moves on, and as the last of the train dis- 

appear, re-enter the Ladies. 

Ladt IIaeqaket. — Ever the same — -0 noble, noble 
youth ! 



«; 



«« 
* 



S Scene II. 225 



■9> LiDT Emma. — Who hath your admiration ? 



Ladt Maegahet Saw you not ? 

* What else was there to look at ? "Who .but he 

e> Dared play that part ? — •Too happy Fanny Ashton, 

* Thus mourned by him ! 'Twere sweet, methinks, to die 
«> To have his tears shed o'er one ! — Every drop 

«> Is worth a kingdom ! 

* Las; Emma If so rich his tear, 

A} ^ * 

«) What were his smile worth ? 



* Ladt Maeuaret. — Worth the world ! And if 

^ )» There should be such a cloud upon his life 

^ xs As may forbid me to enjoy that smile, 

^' !«> I'll live upon its memory, and die 



»> When the sweet light shall vanish ! 



s< '» Lady Emma That will turn 

^ >6> On your opinion of his rival, who, 

»> They say, is handsome. 



* Ladi Maegaeet. . . Emma, not a word, 

^ «> I do beseech you, speak to me of him. 

•8> I ought not hate a man I never saw ; 

* !» But, as a vapour that doth come between 

*! %, My sun and me, I hate him ; or at least 



•8! 



I wish him from my atmosphere. 
2 a 






."^ 



^jf^w3.'i^%'mv^t^^m-^^m'>>^'m>m^t^>^M^^^ 



226 Jet r. 

Caihleen fto Lady Mabgabet;.— So please you, 
I see my lord, your brother, on the path, 
And hastening hitherward. 

Laby Margabet. . . He comes t6 lead us ^ 

Into the court. Away, and let us ineet=him. l&eunt 



SCENE in. 

A cow i of Justice. On the bench sits Lobd Clifpoed with 
Eeswick, Geet, S-wikbtjkke, Okde, ^c. and Eodbam. 
A numher of the Outlaws chained together; beside ||i 

them Haeman Tktjkjian. Behind the prisoners stand 
D'EsTON and Feueakd with the principal gentry of 
Craven. Eael Peboy, and the Labies enter and take % 

their places on the bench. The proceedings appear to 
have gone on for some time. 

LoEB CiiFFOEB. — These men are igno'rant ; were wont 
if to he 

j' Good, honest villagers ; and had of vice 

Nothing beyond their class. 'Tis dearths day, 

That they have been misled— misled by whom ? 

That must be scrutinised — But there stands one 

Whom I should misdeseribe, did I put Mm 

In the same catalogue with simple clowtts. 

Stand forward, Trueman ! — Thou art here accused 

Of leaguing with, abetting, and concealing 

These men in their bad deeds. What canst thou say 

In vindication of thy conduct ? 

Host This— 

1 keep an open house. 



i 



LonB Clipfoeb. . . Ay, that thou dost, 
An open house for felons. Is't not so ? 



■© 



-® 



Scene III. 227 

Host. — TTor honest men, my Lord, if they have cash, ^ 



But that is seldom; and by this same token, 

I do believe these honest. When they rub 

The scores against them from ray check-board, then <.3> 

I may esteem them thieves. cj) 



Lord Clifford. . . . Now, Sir, dare you 
Before this court, assert that these men owe 
Even, for one poor gill ? 






© 

■© 



to 



Loitn Cliffokd. ... A quibble, man, 
Which shall not serve you. Thou hast he,ard the proof— 3> ® 

These men were frequent revellers at thy house. 



Host. — Ay, marry were they I Oft they drank and late. J 

Would they had paid, as often ! 



o 



Host I dare be sworn 

That they have drunk a thousand, and ne'er paid 

For one poor drop. Your worship shall be judge ^l^ 

If that implies a debt. 



-) 



LoKD Clifford. . . . Another quibble. ay 

This is a deep knave. But my honest Harman, }g, 

The question I shall next address to thee, .g) 

Will make a subterfuge too difiioult 
E'en for thy subtle brain. Art thou not paid 
For all these men have drunk ? 

Host I am, mv^lord. m * 

LoKD CiiFFOitD. — So far 'tis well. Now wilt thou say 
by whom ? 

Host. — By those that had the cash, my lord ; foi' I, 
Like all my tribe, do make good customers 
Pay for the bad^n which sense I am paid. 
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LoKD Cliffoud. — Unfathomable rascal ! But I will 
Not thus be trifled with. Sir, these men stand 
Convicted of a series of offences, 
Gross, unaoeountable. At Fountains Abbet, 
In spite of curse by candle, bell, and boot, 
They drove the brethren forth. Six w«eks ago, 
The men of Gakqkave from their night-attack 
Scarce found the church a sanctuary. Tithes, 
Ordained for holiest purposes, have been 
Demanded and received — to gild their fiot. 
They fell on my poor servant, Cuthbert Ashton. 
As their guilt's climax, from the last offence 
Deaths have resulted ; and the penalty 
Their lives must pay. Now, Harman Trueman, thou, 
As cognisant beforehand of their guilt, 
Standest in equal peril. Thou canst yet> 
However, save thyself, and do good service, 
By now discovering who enticed them into 
The course they soon must suffer for. 

Host {turning round). . . Is't so? 
Then officer, your gyves ! I'll take mj' place 
Beside the guilty, and will suffer with them. 
For never wiU old Trueman turn informer 
Against the friends that trusted him ! 

LoKD Cliffokd. . . . The raqk 

Shall tear the secret from thy craft 1 — Remove him 
To torture, officers. [ Officers seize Trt7eman. 

D'EsToN {stepping forward). . A moment stay ! 
'Twin save your lordship's time, and spare you trouble 
To clear at once this matter up. These men, 
Your lordship justly says, are ignorant. 
And simple, and have been misled. Permit me 
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To earn for them a pardon by delivering g ^' 

One Leader up to justice. 



Lord CLlrroKD. — Name him D'Eston. 

D'EsTON. — I am that one. 

Febkanb {stepping forward). — And I another. 



^ 



g. 



Several GEyTLESiF.N. . . . "We ^ 

Must also plead th' offence, my lord. 

Loud Clifford Amazement! 

The flower of Craven's chivalry thus blighted ! 

EoBDAM. — By th' Mass, I'm glad on'l ! Little did I dream 
That we had such antagonists. In socfth 
They fought like men ; and were it mine t' impose 
Their penance, I would order that anew 
They meet us in yon chasm, and fight it out 
With their good swords ! 

WoKTHTJMBEBLAND {sviiKng). — PeEce, Roddam. 

LoKD Cliffoed. . . . other n^easures 
Must be dealt out to them ! It cannot be 
That human life should fall like autumn leaves 
Unnoted and unvalued. Gentlemen, 
The law, that with an equal eye beholds 
The guilt of rich and poor, or if it leans. 
Leans on the rich with just severity, 
As having ampler means to know their duty — 
That law, long set at nought, demandeth now 
Augmented vengeance. \_Enter Henet abruptly. 

Heney Yes ; but not on them. 



Here point your thunder, if the bolt must fall ! £|^ 

These have but shared the frolic and the farce, »|g 

AH 



r«E^«^« 
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-8= <8- 

-8> «- 

;| The tragedy o' th' play hath all been mijie. J ■- 



* 

■8- 

<8- 
* 

* 

« 

* 
<8- 

* 



? * A life as he confesses, T will pledge * -»> 



* * My own, that it hath been for worthy c^uao, * 



p******************************* 



* * 8, 



■ft- 

* 
"S / slew vniino' Nnrtnn /"hfihfilfl the death * *' 

* 



* 



% 1 slew 3'oung Norton, / beheld the death ^ * 

* Of Fanny Ashton. \_A pause of asionislment. * 
■» , * 

* LoED Cliffohd [to Henry). . Then young sir — * 

-8= LoEB Fenwick. . . . One word <«■ J 

^ Permit to me ere judgment be pronounced. «- * 

^ There is a mystery in these transaotiona. ^ * 

* Which it were wise to clear. T know that man. * 
!^ [^Fointinff to Hekky * 



«- 



* 1 know his honour fair. If he liath ta'eii * 



* 



* And in fair fight. These are not idle words : 

* There is my gage — [^Tlirows down hu gauntlet. * 

* I'll prove them on the body 
-8b Of any that shall dare to take it up ! * 

•8> * 

* Lady M-IKsarei. — Thanks, noble Fenwick! — I forget * 

* myself— * 



* 



myself— ^ 

I only meant to say that I believe ^ 

* That — gentleman — incapable — I pray yo'u — ,^ 

Lord Clifford! He is innocent — • [Faints- % 

Lord Ciifford Sweet Lady * 

"Would he were worthy of so fair a pleader ! * 

Look to her, lords, — This case M'e'U further hear * 

In private. Keep the prisoners in charge. * 

And, D'Eston, follow me. [Tlie Court Irealcs up. * 

«8- 

SCENE IV. * 

«• 

A room in Baeden Towek. Enter Northttmbeklasb ^ 

and Henet, slowly, in conversation. ^ 

til- 

Northumbebland. — I see it all— young blood, that * 

would not move ^ 

* 
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fe Should hardly have descended — 

Henet. .,..,. Hold, m^ lord, 
5 Or I shall think I hear my father chiding. 

^ I will amend all that. 






^ It, NOETHTJMBEELANB. . . I doubt it not 

^ ft, And no-w of JTorton ? 

I" 
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In the dull sluggish current of old age ; i 
^ And enterprise, that would not pause to learn 

The lessons of a stern economy. 
J And yet the hero who had shivered lance 

In the " Keld of the Cloth of Gold," the play-follow 

Of princes, and the favourite of a King, 



J "What now I'm forced to. — He was of a House 

ft 
fl> 



Wot, it is true, a rival of our own, 
But still, from petty causes, oft a thorn 
* In our supremacy. Hence grew iU blood 

^ Between us, e'en from boyhood. Eivalries — 



e. Henet Would he were alive, 

J % And here, to answer for himself — and me ! 

^ * For then I should not be compelled to say 

. ft I need not sav in what — embroiled our vouth, 

■# fe In which my star still kept th' ascendant. Stung, 

ft At length, to madness by imagined wrongs. 

He challenged me to mortal fight. AVe fought. 
5 ft He had his life^I took it not. Nay more, 

I did receive him as a friend ; I made him 
J Thenceforth my confidaut. But there ace men 

To whom a kindness is a burden — who 
2 Can sooner pardon injury, than a deed 

* Of generosity. To blast my hopes 

^ Of union with your House, became a wish 

And a determination, for the which 



<«. This Outlaw folly seemed to give him scope. 

ft 
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232 Jet V. 

Wild as it was, and rash, his plan appears 

But little flttt'd to achieve its object ; 

But Passion doth hide peril, as the mist 

Conceals the yawning ohasm. — Not much remains 

To tell. Defeated in his mad attempt, 

And conscious he must answer for it — not 

To me alone, hut to the outraged law — 

By desperation urged, assassin-like. 

At my unguarded breast he struct. His blow 

"Was intercepted, and, alas ! received 

By one whose story j'ou shall hear. I slew him ; 

'Tis pity, but 'twas in my own defence. 

IfoETHTjMBEKLAND. — I do bclieve it ; and, if that were 
needful, 
"Would gladly stand your friend. Come on — 

Henky l{ot yet 

I go to change this garb. 

NoKTHFJiBERLAND. — Prav you, what next? 
Shall it be forester's green, or peasant's gray. 
Or Outlaw's steel-ringed jerkin? 

Heket Good my lord, 

Mock not ! I'll none of them. Eemember you 

A certain Knight that joined your northern stag-hunt? 

NoETHTTMBEELAND. — I Understand you. Go — and lose 
no time. 

[Exit Henet. 
\_E7tter LoED Cliffoed. 
St. George ! there have been stirrings here, my lord. 
I almost could believe me stiU on th' Border, 
Where skirmish twixt the Suthron and: the Scot 
Creatos no marvel. Where hath justice slept ? 



W'S-^^^Wi^ 



m.^^^.^.^^.^^^^^^:,,^,. -. : ^ ....„.,-...„ 

<8 )» 



<8 



=8 

« 

<9 

<9 









■8 



>S Sce»e /F". 233 

(* LoED Clipfokb. — III Barden Tower with me, I greatly 

* fear. 

>8' Nohthumbeeland. — Bravely confessed. This candour 

"» gives me courage 

>8> To charge your lordship further, as the 6ause, 

>e> In some part, of these troubles. 

>& 

») LoBD Cliffoed How ! 

>ej NouiHUMBEaLA.ND Exouse me. 

You did deny the means — 

)^ 

>e> LoED Cliefokd. . . . "What means, my lord ? 

^ Mj' towers were open, and my tables free. 

•^ Aught else, sir, a poor Baron like myself — 

NoBTHUMBEBLAND. — Well, Well, no more. Broad lands 

!«> in hill and dale, 

>85 In chase and greenwood, and perchance some gold 

it, That hath not seen the sun of late, will make 

>8, Fresh drafts on your exchequer needless. Come — 

>e> LoED Cliffoed. — Indeed we're much beholden to your 

)» lordship. 

* But why not teU me of the part that 'scape-grace 

>8' Bore in these doings ? 



»> 



)* NoEiHTjMBBRLAND. . . I concclved it better 

)» To let the hank unravel of itself, 

At your judicial winding. And I had, 
Besides, a wish to note the interest 

(^ "Waked in my sister's bosom, for myself; 

And well your scrutiny did serve that wish. 



* Lord Cliffobd. — Xay, now that was a cruelty, my lord, 

^ Which, had I been aware of it, you should not 

(| Have had the chance to practise. 

2ir 



gj If NoiiTBUMBERiAND Tush ! my Bister 

"Will thank me for it in a week. My brother, 

That is to be, would thank me for it now. 

Did he suspect it to be work of mine. [_i:xeunt. 
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SCENE V. 



The library, as before. Ladies Makgaeet and Emma, 
with CATnLEEB, are discovered in eai-nest conversation 
^ I (aside} with Grey, Fenwick, and Roddam. To them 

^ ^ enier D'Eston, Ferrakd, ^c. from one side, and 

Lords Percy and CLirrouB from the other. 

LoED CLiFi'oKD fto a SERVANT beMndJi — Bid them dis- 
miss the prisoners. ' Tis just. 



p If we forgive the Head that moved the .whole, 

S To save the Hand that was impelled by it. 

f Lady Margaret (passionately J. — Then He is safe ! 



Lord Clifford. . . . Lady, I know not that. 
^ He hath so far disgraced his name and birth, 

g/ Dishonoured so his breeding, that my duty 

Compels me to acquaint his Sovereign with it. 



M K And leave him in the royal hand. 



Lady Margaret ! then 

I pray you, take this ring. It was the gift 
Of England's lord to my unhappy father; 
Nor hath it lost its virtue by the passage 
Through these poor hands. Have it conveyed to him, 
^ And should the King be stern, let him produce it. — 

g It may, with Margaret Percy's prayer to aid it. 

Become a talisman to save him ! 



Lord Cliitoed Lady, 

His penance will be slight, thy zeal befriending. 
But keep the relic for another suit, 
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The Monarch loves my Sox, will, for fiis sake, 
O'erlook a fault or two— 

Laot Makoarei. .... ! will ho use 
His influence, and make me his servant ever ! 

Lord Clifford. — His "Wife, sweet Lady, waa't not 
that you meant ? 

Lady Margaret. — Hear me. Lord Clifford I I have 
due respect 
For you ; and feel, I trust, sufficient sense 
Of th' honour you intend me ; but — 

LoKD Clifford {to Northo-mbbrlawd.) . . Odsflsh ! 
How's this, my lord? Another trick of thine? 
Come, come, no more of it. Dear Lady, trust 
I am not in this business. [2b » Servant. 

Tdl my Son 
To hasten hither. Thou shalt we him. Lady ; 
And then thy mind shall be at liberty 
To choose or to reject him. \^ Enter Hkisky. i* 

Lady Margaret Brother, this 

Hath been thy scheme, and Emma, thine, too. Well, 
I can forgive. ^ 

Henry {talces her hand and /meek) 
Here let me claim thy promise. 
Tousee me as "at LI^f hope's wild cascade, 
Where the North saw her Chivalry" — I dare not 
Eepeat the compliment; but here I am, 
Nor false, nor outlawed, yet a shepherd's son, 
The son of that good man, a Shepherd once, 
And my name Henry, to which you may now 
Add that of Clifford. {_£eads her to Lord Clifford, ® 

Henry Clifford begs 
Thy pardon and thy blessing \ 
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^rf F. 



NoETHXTMBEELAHD {Uoiing Labi Emma fo A«»») 

Good your lordship, 
Bestow your blessing here, too. 

RoBDAM (leading Cathleen to him) 
If a page 
Might dare presume so far, I, too, would ask it. 

Labt Makgaeet. — No bolder spirit Olives than thine, 
young Boddam, 
And honour were your meed in any rank. 

LoKD Cleetoeb. — ^This weakness o' the eye — well, well. 
Young sir, [To Hekkt. 

I had roughdrawn a letter, to be laid* 
Before the King, detailing these excesses, 
"Which, now that all's forgiven, I will ,burn. 

Heskt. — ^No, keep it, father. Lay it in the archives 
Of our old House. Perchance a future age 
May find it, and thence learn, than there was oiuie 
A Cltffohd who exemplified the truth — 
That 'tis a perilous experiment 
To raise a Lawless Power, whate'er the end 
We mean to reach by it. 'Tis a machine 
Which he who made it, finds hard task to guide ; 
But should he leave it, Eash or Wicked hands 
May seize the wheels, and urge their speed to Ruin ! 

\_To the audience. 
And now, if our kind judges deign to gay 
That Henet fairly hath acquitted him, 
The Outlaw and his gallant band wiU proudly 
And gratefully pursue their avocations* 
By nightly levying williiig Contkibutioks ! 

* A rough draft of a letter written by the Shepherd-lord to one of 
the privy-counsellors of Hcmy YllI, eoniplaining of his son's conduct, 
was found among the family papers, and is printed by Dr. Whitakcr 
in his History of Craven. 
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Slhii Jfilfis m J"ttiakf[ ! 



1834. 




[These lines were first published in the Stmddrd of December 10, 1834, 
and were thence transferred to the pages ofevery Conservative news- 
paper in the three kingdoms. During the General Election of 1835, 
they were again brought out, and again they made the tour of the 
periodical press. In South Lancashire, in particular, many thousand 
copies of them were circulated ; and having been hitherto printed 
anonymously, they were now attributed to the Earl of Ellesmere — 
(then Lord Francis Egerton) — one of the successful candidates for 
the representation of that district. His lordship's disclaimer of the 
authorship was made in a way highly gratifying to the real writer, 
and led to the dedication of a collection of my poems to his lordship,] 




3 ARK ! heard ye that sound as it passed 
in the gale ? 
And saw ye not yonder Destructive 
turn pale ? 
'Twas the heart-shout of Loyalty, fer- 
vent and true, 
'Twas the death-knell of Hope to him- 
^ self and his crew ; 

waft it,^e^reezes, and far let it ring. 
That the Isles are awake at the voice of the King ! 

Long years have passed over, in which, with a sigh, 
The good man looked on as the wicked sat high ; 
And half he forgot, in the depth of his grief, 
That the joy of the bad hath the date of a leaf; 
Thank God, it is hlighted ! and true men may sing, 
Since the Isles are awake at the voice of the King ! 
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The tide of our love never ebbs. We loved on, 
When the gloom of ill counsels o'ershadowed his throne ; 
We loved, -when the sun of our Monarch grew dim ; 
We sorrowed, yet not for ourselves, but for him ; 
And Self hath small part in the raptures that spring 
To see the Isles wake at the Voice of the King ! 

He hath spoke like his father — " The Altak shall siakd!" 

Which England re-echoes from mountain to strand ; 

The dark heaths of Scotia the burden prolong, 

And the green dales of Erin hurst out into song; 

For her harpies of strife and of blood have ta'en wing. 

And the Isles are awake at the voice of the King ! 
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1835. 



[This lyric followed immediately on the preceding one, and was al- 
most equally popular. See to music by Robert Guylott.] ~ 




NCIRCLED by trees, in the Sabbath's calm 
smile. 
The church of our fathers — liow meekly 
it stands ! 
P villagers, gaze on the old, hallowed 

p)It was dear tS-^^r-'l^ts, it was raise'd by their hands ! 
"Jho loves no^^^/q^ce whore they worshipped their God? 

Who loves not the ground where their ashes repose ? 
Dear even the daisy that blooms on the sod, 
Eor dear is the dust out of which it! arose 1 
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Then say, shall the church that our forefathers built, 

Which the tempests of ages have battered in vain. 
Abandoned by us from supineness or guilt, 

say, shall it fall by the rash and profane ? 
No I — Perish the impious hand that woijld take 

One shred from its altar, one stone from its towers ! 
The life-blood of martyrs hath flowed for its sake. 

And its fall — if it faU — shall be reddened with ours 
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1835. 



[On the marriage of Miss M , of the vicarage, Gargrave. Set to 

music by Richard Limpus, Jun.] 




jHE Bride is away — anti there does not 
breathe one 
Within the glad sounS of these bells, 
Who feels not as if with that lady were 
gone 
Some charm from the spot where he 
dwells ; 
Th ere does not breathe one but who feels at his heart 

Two currents of sentiment met. 
And who hardly knows whether the tear that would start 
Is the offspiing of Joy or Eegret ! 

The Bride is away^like a bird from thS bower, 
In which 'twas the sweetest that sung ; 



<» 



t ^ 



<& 



^ 



WW^^:■il'^'^:^^'^^%^^■^41M^'^}^w&1&'^^^'^'^^^ 



^1 






240 



Like a flower she hath passed, like a -violet flower, 
That perfumed all the place where it sprung I 

And she charms other hearts with her bloom and her 
song, 
But though of her presence bereft, 

The thought of her goodness and loveliness long 
Will be sweet in the hearts she has left ! 



^U^], 00 ^to|j tht[ |aBijtinij-li}ll 



1835. 



[I heard the paesing-hell one moming. It jwas tolling for Mrs. 
_ Coulthurst, of Gargrave House — a lady respected hy all. " What 
must her husband feel to hear these sounds !" I said, and wrote the 
lines.] 




•^i<y 



TOP, stop the passing-bell ! 
Painfully, too painfully. 
It strites against the heart, that knell ; 
I cannot bear its tones — they tell 
Of miseiy, of misery !; 
All that soothed and sweetened life 
In the Mother and the "Wife — 
All that would a charm have cast 
O'er the future as the past- 
All is torturing in that knell ! 
Stop, stop the passing-bell. 
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Stop it — no ! But change the tone. 

And joyfully, ay, joyfully, 
Let the altered chimes ring on, 
For the spirit that hath flown 

Exultingly, exultingly ! 
She hath, left her couch of pain ; 
She shall never feel again 
But as angels feel — afar 
Climed beyond the morning star, 
Agony and death unknown ! 
Let the joyful chimes ring on ! 



ik Mm and ih itUth^ifs a| luitain. 

1835. 



[Set to music by — Johnson, of Preston, in Lancashire, and — for 
private circulation — by Elias Chad wick, Esq., then of Swinton Hall, 
Manchester.] 




ET each ail his glass, fin 'tup to the brim, 

For my toast is well worthy a full one, 

Nor would I give much for the feelings 

of him 

Who should deem it a vapid and duU 

one: 

For him not a wine-cup deservedly foams, 
Whatever gay room he may sit in ; 
I give you the Women that brighten our homes — 
" The Wives and the Mothers of Britain !" 

'Tis a toast comprehensive — it leaves.no one out 
Whose smiles make an English hearth pleasant, 
2 I 
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Prom the fair cottage-matron that, rosy and stout. 
Delights the bold heart of the peasartt — 

From her to the dame of the stateliest hall 
Our proudest nobility sit in, 

And up to the ftuEEir, who presides over all. 
The Wives and the Mothers of Britain ! 

Nor will we forget the sweet rose-buds that blow 

Beneath the kind eye of those mothers ; 
"Whose hearts are their own, yet not long may be so, 

But devotedly, meekly, another's. 
Let us hope that their sons will be patriots true, 

Like those of the room that we sit ii ; 
And still be it felt there is reverence due 

To the Wives and the Mothers of Britain ! 

1835. 



[This was a birth-day Song, written on completing my fortieth year. 
I fancied myself old !] 




! THE heart is not so light 
In the wane of the day. 
And the eye is not so bright 

In the wane of the day ; 

The ear hath duller grSwn 

For the swell of music's tone. 

And the dance's charm is gone 

In the wane of the day ! 
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The sweet spring hath its buds 

In the wane of the day, 
"Where the primrose decks the woods 

In the wane of the day ; 
The mead is flushed with gold, 
And the lark is on the wold> 
Bnt he sings not as of old— 

In the wane of the day 1 

Tet I have some ties to life 

In the wane of the day ; 
I've a fair and frugal wife 

In the wane of the day ; 
And .when round my evening hearth 
Mix my little band in mirth, 
I'm the happiest man on earth 

In the wane of the day ! 



1836. 



["Noluraus leges Angliae mutari!" was the patriotic declaration of 
the Ancient Barons to King John. This lyric has been set to musie 



« 




HE ancient Barons of the land 
Composed a haughty ring, 
When — mail on breast and blade in hand — 

They stood before the King ; 
And, dauntless in their country's cause, 
Their high resolve avowed — 
" We will not that old Ensland's laws 
Be CHAKaED Br coitkt or crowd I 
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" In other lands, at slightest shofek, 

The civil fabric falls ; 
In ours, eternal as the rook. 

It rears its massive walls ; 
A barrier to convulsion forms, 

Firm as our Island's shore. 
Which has rolled back ten thousand storms. 

And will ten thousand more ! 

"To guaid its towers from age to age, 

Brave men their last have breathed ; 
To us, as our best heritage. 

It was by them bequeathed. 
And, mark us, Sire ! to its defenge 

Our arms — our lives — we vow ; 
And it may fall in ages hence — 

"We Sweae it shaU not now !" 
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They kept their oath, those gallanlt men ! 

The structure still is ours, 
Though twice three hundred years since then 

Have overswept its towers. 
A glorious barrier still it forms, 

Firm as our Island's shoio. 
Which has rolled back ten thousand storms, 

And shall ten thousand more ! 
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1836. 



ad. 



[I had been at Liverpool. It was night and thtee was deep snow on 
the ground. "While coming over Blaokstone Edge, in a stage coach, 
I wrote these lines.] 




It is sad, very sad, thus without thee to 
roam; 
It is sad, very sad, when the heart is at 

home ! 
My dearest — ^yes, deabest ! that word 
it shall be, 

For it has a sweet meaning when spoken of thee ! 
My dearest — ^yes, deaeest ! &c. 

My dearest, I've been where the wild billows roU, 
And I am where the scene should enrapture my soul ; 
But, unmoved hy the beauties of land and of sea, 
My souls finds them tasteless — ungazed on by thee 1 
My dearest — ^yes, iEABESi 1 &c. 

Are my girls and my hoys all as rosy and gay, 

Is my kind wife as well as when I came away ? 

Are ever the questions returning to ine ; 

And soon be they answered by them and by thee ! 
My dearest — yes, deaeest ! that Word it shall be. 
For it has a sweet meaning when spoken of thee ! 
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1836. 



HE friends that I loved I love still — but 

no more 
Those friends of mybosomrillumine my door; 
! what can it be that has made them so 
cold, 
Who bore me such love and affection of old ? 

My soul is the same — by misfortune unbowed. 
It pities the poor, it despises the proud ; 
And still are my feelings the same as of old ; 

! what can it be that has made them so cold ? 

It is true that my visage is pallid and •worn — 
It ife true that my garments are faded and torn — 
And perhaps I'm so altered, they cannot descry 
The man at whose table they feasted so high ! 

1 was once of each party the life and the soul, 
My sallies were voted as bright as my bowl ; 
And sometimes the reason I bitterly ask, 

Why the wit left my head when the wine left my cask ? 

Well, mind them not, EUen ! — One friend I have still, 
Who, kind in good fortune, is kinder in ill ; 
And whose smile, like a glimpse of the sun in a shower, 
Can brighten Adversity's gloomiest hour ! 
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^uiimt Bitaumont $Ut^. 



1886. 




[Set to a very beautiful air by my late friend Mr. Wood, of Gargrare, 
and pubUshed with accompaniments by J. W. Thirlwall.] 

^ wEET Beaumont Side, and Beaumont 
Stream ! 
Thougii winds of winter round me blow, 
^° I cannot think, I cannot drea.m, 
"With yoM that it is ever so. 
On Plasby Fell the blast may rave. 

The drift may whirl on frozen Aire ; 
Ko winter binds the Beaumont's wave, 
No storm enshrouds a mountain there ! 

Sweet Beaumont Side, and Beaumont Stream ! 

Te come to me in visions clear, 
And ever as ye were, ye seem ; 

Change cannot touch a scene so dear 1 
On Howsden heights for ever bloom, 

The flowers that lure the mountain bee ; 
By Beaumont Side the yellow broom 

Por ever waves — ^in light — to me ! 

Sweet Beaumont Side, and Beaumont Stream ! 

There is so much of gloom and ill, 
That it is soothing thus to deem 

Earth bears one spot of sunshine Still ; 
To feel that — while my hopes decline. 

And joys from life's bleak waste depart- 
On e bright illusion — yet — is mine, 

One changeless landscape of the heart I 
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1836, 




bus, name may be noble, unsullied your 
race 
As the course of tlie mountain-rill 
pure from its spring, 
And you may have done nothing that 
name to disgrace | 
But you are not a Briton, if false to your Kikg ! 

i ou tell me of FeEEdom, I worship it too ; 

Without it, my life were a valueless thing ; 
But I find it Consistent -with Loyalty true, — 

And you are not a Briton, if false to your King ! 



Tou tell me of England-— I'm proud of her name ; 

To all that is bright in her story I cling ; 
But it was under Monarohs she gathered her fame, — 

And you are not a Briton, if false to your King ! 

The flock may be false to the shepherd that leads it 
Each mom during summer to pasture and spring — 

The child to the parent that fondles and feeds it, 
But ne'er will a Briton be false to his King ! 
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fag him Irg his Jathf ! 



[The 
of 




1836. 



" father" alluded to in this elegy, was the late Thomas Anderton, 
Gargrave, a gentleman nniversally respected.] 

■Mj^ ' 

LAY him by his father, 

The moTimed with many tears ! 
Alas ! we would have rather 

He had seen his father's years : 
But Death will ever gather 
All ages to his fold — 
Then lay him by his father, 
The young man by the old ! 

Lay the son beside the father, 

The branch beside the tree ! 
We will not weep ! — but rather' 

Say — " Rest ye peacefully, 
Till God — our shepherd— ga'ther 

His loved ones to his fold ; 
Then bise — both son and father, 

The young man and the old !" 
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$M m falling bg dr^ 



1836. 



[On seeing the late Mrs. L , of Seacomte, near Liverpool.] 




is falling by grief, 
Like a rose in its prime, 
° Ere the bloom of its leaf 
Bears a token of time. 
Which wastes every minute, 
Yet not from decay, — 
But a canker -within it, 
That eats it away. 



No fairer draws breath ; 

And no purer bore name, 
Till one wrong step brought death 

To her peace and her fame. 
God ! yet to win her 

Prom thoughts that o'er-prey. 
From the canker within her 

That eats her away ! 
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Wk fotuK i\wn k^i Kplip. 



1836. 



[Set to music by Frank de Fonblanque.] 




-© 



HE vows thou hast spoken 
As oft as wo met, 
Though Hghtsomely Iwoken, 

Thou ne'er shalt forget; 
But fly where thou wilt, 

Thou shalt bear with thee still 
A feeling of guilt. 
And a presage of ill ! 

The mild moon on high 

Shall thy falsehood upbraid, 
Por she looked from the sky 

"When the last vow was made. 
The morn with its light 

Shall remind thee of me, 
And my wrongs shall be blight 

On the day, and on thee1 

Another may hearken 

Thy suit with a smile, 
And I may not darken 

Thy hopes for a while ; 
But, far from thee never, 

I'll mix with thy kiss — ' 
Intruding for ever 

Between thee and bliss ! 



©aj 



<# ■© 



m 



® 



i"###^l#^ ^(fe##lfe^^^^^$^^i)^#^4i^^#^8i^^i^#^ife^^ 0^i 



"3! 






■»■, 



>, 















^•. 









1 



- +5- -C'v *' 



252 



Deem not I'd inflict 

All this woe upon tliee ; 
ISTor believe I predict 

What I gladly would see. 
! it will not abate, love, 

One sorrow of mine, 
To know that a fate, love, 

Yet darker is thine ! 



Jt n ^vi\4 on thi« fain ?arh. 



1836. 



[Written at sea^ — off the coast of Essex.] 




T is sweet on this fair bark to lean. 
And gaze upon the emerald sea, 
Whose wavelets — breaking from the 
green — 
Seem snow-wreaths on an April lea, 
Or birds — for so will Pancy veer — 
That brightly dive, and re-appea» ! 

There's beauty on the tinted brin,e, 
Which is not bounded by the coast ; 

For yon delightful shores are thine, 
My native land, my pride, my^ boast ! 

The peerless land where Freedom smiles, 

The glorious Queen of Ocean's Isles ! 
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ihn Sllusiii of anolh^iii S^p0, 



1836. 



[Written during sickness.]; 




IE music of another spting 

I hear, that thouglitjnot to have heard; 
And seems it as no bird on wing 

Sung ever like yon early bird ! 



Amid the silence of the morn, 

In these sweet notes that thrill my heart, 
A hope is to my bosom borne — ■ 

I shall not — yet — from earth depart ! 

Fair earth — when spring-flowers round me bloom! 

Sweet time — ^when spring-birds round me sing ! 
! but the grave's a thought of gloom, 

When all the land is gay with spring ! 
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J uw kr in the f ioIi[t tim^. 



1837. 



[On heai-ing of the death of Miss Hogarth — aeoond daughter of George 
Hogarth, Esq., and sister- in-law of Charles Dickfeng — whom I had seen 
in high health the year hefore. It has heen often copied and circulated.] 





SAW her in the violet time, 
When bees are on the wing, 
And then she stood in maiden prime- 

The fairest flower of spring ! 
Her glances, as the falcon's bright. 
Had arch ness in their ray ; 
Her motion and her heart were light 
As linnet's on the spray .' 

'Tis come again, the violet time. 

When flits the mountain bee ; 
And others stand in maiden prime. 

But where — ! where is SM f 
Alas ! the linnet now may sing 

Beside her early tomb ! 
Alas ! the fairest flower of spring 

Hath perished in its bloom ! 

But no, but no 1 That maiden now, 

Immortal and serene, 
Wears glory on her noble brow 

That "eye hath never seen !'' 
That flower, too soft for this world's air. 

Transplanted in its prime. 
Blooms now where it is always fair. 

And always violet time ! 
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ih« iills of mil giiith-plate. 



1837. 



[On revisiting my native county.] 




TE hills of my birth-place T gazed on once 

more ! 
Ard Cheviot — their Monarch — sublime as 

of yore, 
With the saow for his mantle, the cloud 
for his crown, 

On the white vales beneath him looked royally dciwn ! 
How my eyes grasped his bulk, till they filied, and grew dim! 
How I drank every breeze that was wafted from Him! 

That moment of feeling, so painfully dear, 

Which thus to my eyes sent the heart-gushing tear, 

— A moment collecting and pouring the whole 

Of the Past in a torrent at once on my soul — 

As I stood in abstraction, absorbed, and alone, 

I would not have changed for the pomp qf a throne ! 

The torrent subsides when its sources are drained ; 
The ocean roUs back when its height is attained ; 
And feeling, in bosoms that years cannot dull. 
Must ebb from the heart when its channels are full. 
Mine ebbed, but 'twas soon to flow faster — for yet 
There were scenes to be viewed, there were friends to be 
met ! 
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The warm hearts of Wansheok, liow warm were they still ! 
How bright were the faces by Glen and by Till ! 
My Beaumont — I saw but her mountains 'of snow, 
But knew that her broomy stream munnured below 1 
And Tweed— although Winter was curbing its speed, 
No iee chilled the welcome I met with on -Tweed ! 



Shall Eoddam he passed ? Ah ! in that dearest spot. 

Though I cannot forget, I am all but for^t ! 

Still, she has her old dell, and she has her old stream, 

And a fairer* to haunt them than e'er blessed mj- dream ; 

And proudly I ween that my fame shall be there, 

All fresh in her greenwoods — while greenwoods are fail"! 

Ay, my fame may be there ; but ! never again 

Shall I con, in her greenwoods, the rapturous strain ! 

For me each dear river all vainly will pour ; 

Old Cheviot himself I shall visit no more ; 

And the loved friends that dwell by those mountains and 

streams. 
Henceforward, alas, will but people my dreams ! 

* The " fairer to haunt them " was the lady whose death is lamented 
in the succeeding Poem. 
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ihottgh almost ^mwU g^avfi. 



1837. 



[On the death of Mrs. Eoddam of Roddam. 
beings described hy Moore, as 



She was one of those 



. . . . '■ too lovftly to remain. 
Creatures of light we never see a^ain! 




HOUGH almost twenty ;years have passed 
Since I in Roddam "loved and sung" — 
Though fame attends the lyre at last 

That first amid her woodlands rung — 
My heart and soul are still the same ; 
No scene of hers can I forget ; 
In spite of distance, time, and fame, 

My sweetest thoughts are Eoddam' s yet ! 

"Where winds a glen and purls a rill, 

To her my fancy back they take ; 
Where fitowns a crag and towers a hill, 

I love them for old Cheviot's sake ! 
The birds I hear, the flowers I see, 

Have charms that not to them belong — 
These speak of Eoddam' s bloom to me. 

And those of Eoddam's woodland song ! 

Alas, alas, for Eoddam now ! 

Alas for Eoddam's lord the most ! 
Of shadowy brake and sunny brow 

The brightest, dearest charm is lost ! 
2 L 
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Low is the Lady of the Hall, 
Whom I beheld so lately there, 

The loveliest and the best of all 
That ever graced the scenery faif ! 

I gazed, and thought for poets build 

Most gorgeous castles on the cloud, 
And with the rays of Fancy gild 

Triumphal arch and turret proud — 
I thought how she, with kind regaifd, 

Might give old hopes again to bloom, 
Might patronise her House's Bard : 

She sleeps within her House's Tomb ! 

Green o'er that Tomb already grow 

The laurels due to valiant deed ; 
A gentler wreath we mingle now 

As Beauty's and as Virtue's meed. 
We bring each bloom from Roddam Dell 

That scents its depth, or gems its verge, 
And bid the Ltee of Eoddam swell 

To ring the Floweb of Rodham's dirge 
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WH Inioii Morhhoufif. 



1837. 



[Written in a desponding mood. The names are those of my children, 
most of whom are now beyond the reach of want and of workhouse 
tyranny ! I cannot resist saying that the Right Honourable Matthew 
Talbot Baines was the first Minister who, by his humane and en- 
lightened management, rendered the New Poor Law Act tolerable to 
the English people.] 




P HOUSE they've built on yonder slope 
Huge, grim, and prison-like, and dull ! 
] With grated walls that shut put Hope, 
I And cells of wretched paupers fall. 
And they, if we for help should call, 
^-^^ "Will thither take and lodge us thus ; 
^^ut Ellen, no ! Their prison wall, 
& I swear it, was not built for trs ! 

We've lived together fourteen years ; 

Three boys and four sweet girls are ours ; 
Our life hath had its hopes and fears, 

Its autumn blights, its summer flowers ; 
But ever with determined front. 

And heart that scorned in ill to bow. 
Have we sustained Misfortune's brunt : 

We never quailed — nor will we now 1 

Our eldest hope — our SaUy — she 

Who steals from e'en her play to' books, 

God ! in yon Bastile to see 

The sweetness of her modest looks ! 
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And Esty, wlio liatli little mind 

For books when there is time to plaj-, 

Her little heart would burst, to find 
The same dull, prison every day ! 

His father's picture, too, my Bob, 

My double both in head and heart- — 
And Bill, whom it were sin to rob 

Of his red cheek and emulous part — 
And Panny with her craftiness — 

And Jack who screams so very low — 
Shall they put on ih.wi: prison-dress ? 

My dear — my dear — they shall mot go ! 

They shall not go — to pine apart, 

Forgetting kindredship and home ; 
To lose each impulse of the heart 

That binds us wheresoe'er we roam ! 
And we, whom God and Lote made, one. 

Whom Man and Law would disunite, 
We will not, Famine's death to shun, 

Sleep there, or wake, a single night ! 

Still is their act — in something — rnild : 

Though I no more must share your rest. 
They would permit your infant child 

To — tuff at an exhausted ireast ! 
And Jack would cease, poor boy ! to scream, 

Awed by some keeper's rod and threat ; 
While, sunk in cribs, the rest would dream 

Of days — too well remembered yet ! 

Away ! On Engiand's soil we stand ; 

Owr means have, erst, supplied the poor 
We have claims on our father-land : — 

No, no — that right is ours no more ! 
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But we will die a Beggar's death, 
Eather than pass their hated wall ! 

On some free hill hreathe out ouf breath — 
One nameless grave receiving all ! 
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# Jad^d 3([4 




1837. 



) PADED leaf ! faded heart ! 

The summer hue of both is gone ! 
The storms of fate may do their part, 

The storms of winter ravage on ! 
The heart — the leaf-S-have felt the worst; 
No further blightican cither linow; 
And — all unfeared — shall o'er them burst 
The future wind, the future woe ! 

Unlike the leaf in June's caress ! 

Unlite the heart when sorrow-free I — 
But yet there springs from hopehsmess 

A stern, defying energy ; 
Por — the worst known, and scorn'ed the worst — 

The man hath nought to fear below, 
And asks not — wrecks not — when shall burst 

The future wind, the future woe ! 
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ilie|(js^0|the Jsles 



1837. 



[This song was -WTitten on the occasion of Her Majesty's accession to 
the throne. Those -vrho, like the author, are old enough to rememher 
the late Princess Charlotte, will feel the compliment implied in the 
allusion to her. A younger generation cannot.] 
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HE Crown that encircles Yictobia's trow, 
Transmitted through ages of fame, 
To its claims on our love adds a sweeter 
one now. 
Derived from her sex and her name. 
And the Sceptre she wields in her delicate hand. 

As she stands in the sunshine of smiles, 
Hath a spell to array all the Might of the Land 
Around the fair Eose of the Isles ! 

Not a word of division shall hurden our breath, 

Of the parties or views we prefer ; 
Howe'er we may differ in feeling or faith, 

We are one — in devotion to Her ! 
Our Charlotte in all but her sadness of doom, 

May she live in the sunshine of smiles ! 
And never may sorrow-blight fall on the bloom 

Of the beautiful Eose of the Isles !' 
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J ttias Born in a (ffot 

1837. 

WAS born in a Cot, and in one I may 
die; 
So lived and so perislled my fathers 
obscure ; 
But no Peer of his lineage is prouder 
than I, 
For my fathers were honest, and loyal, and poor ! 

I envy not — covet not — title and svay ; 

Yet 'tis pleasant to think that to all they are free. 
That — thanks to the laws of my country ! the way 

To her honours is open — ay, even to me. 

I'm content to be part of society's root ; 

To find that the branches which over us wave, 
Derive from us foliage, blossom, and fruit, — 

And give us again all the strength that we gave. 

And never, when clamour and menace are loud 
Against all that is noble, and all that is high, 

"Will I lend my voice to the cry of the crowd — 
I know the result of that reasonless cry ! 

I know that the lightning their madness would lanch. 
Though meant but to injure the loftiest shoots, 

Conducted that instant from twig and from branch. 
Would glance to, and shiver the trijnk to t?ie roots ! 
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|in ^nglishmau'a Mifc. 



1838. 



^ [Writtea for a Bazaar Volume, dedicated to the late Queen Adelaide.] 




[E merr}- bells ring, and the merry boys 
sliout, 
The matrons are gazhg from window 
and door ; 
?or a blithe wedding train the Old Church 
hath poured out, 
And the green lane is crowded behind and before. 
A fair Village Maiden hath promised today, 

To love and to cherish her Chosen through life ; 
And she walks by his side in her bridal array, 
To be from this moment an Englishman's Wife. 

And ! if he knows it, a treasure he gains 

To which all the gems of Golconda are dim, 
A counsellor kind who, in pleasures or pains, 

Will think for his welfare, exist but for him ! 
His children to train " in the way they should go," 

To ward from his dwelling the entrance of strife, 
To soothe him in anger, to solace in woe, 

Is the duty — the boast — of an Englishman's AVife ! 

Scarce heeded the light of a long sunny day. 
We love, when the sky is o'erclouded, to mark 

A sun-burst on hill or on shaded vale play — 
A type of her love when his atmosphere's dark ! 
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Her smile, in success which unheeded may beam, 
"Will shine like that sun-burst when sorrows are rife, 

Ay, pour round his death-bed itself a bright gleam ! — 
For true to the last is an Englishman's Wife. 



It is so in the Cottage ; and who can forget 

How deeply 'twas so in the Palace of;late, 
When, by the sad couch of her dying lord set, 

QtiEEN Adelaide's watchfulness sweetened his fate ? 
Unwearied and sleepless — her task to fulfil. 

She sat and she soothed the last tremours of life ; 
And her love for our William endears to us stiU. 

That Model beveeed of an Englishman's Wife ! 



I glm^ thee not, 'O^orW! 

1839. 




BLAME thee not, WorW ! that thy judg- 
ments refuse me 
The laureate wreath I have coveted 

long; 
I have rather to thank the kind hearts 
that excuse me 
The times I have teased them with efforts in song. 
The vision that lured me of Glory's effulgence 

Hath passed — ^like the bowfrom the cloud of the shower ; 
I find, after years of self-cheating indulgence, 

That the toish to be great I mistook for the power. 
Then adieu to the hope, to my bosom so pleasing, 
Of being remembered and talked of when gone 
And adieu to the hope, more ambitious, of seizing 
The mind of the future, and moulding its tone ! 
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* 
Adieu to those fond aspirations, but never — * 

While breath is within me— farewell to the Muse ! * - 

It were easier to turn from its channel yon river, 
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Than me from the course that she taught me to choose. * 

I must still feel the changes of sky and of season, * 

Be alive, like the birds, to each impulse they bring ; * 

And, heard or not heard by the children of reason, * 

Must at times, like those wild-birds, full-heartedly sing ! * 
But adieu to the hope, to my bosom so pleasing, 

Of being remembered and talked of wlien gone ; «- ^ 

And adieu to the hope, more ambitious, o'f seizing <8- 

The mind of the future, and moulding its tone ! <«- 






* 






Perchance with myself lies the blame of- bereavement * 

Of the long-cherished dream of celebrity won : * * 

Zike the birds I have lived, and no worthy achievement, * 

They say, without care — without labour — is done. 
Hence in song, as in life, I too nearly resemble 

The light-hearted lyrists that sing in the glen. 
Whose note, though it may bid the young bosom tremble, 

Wants the bold trumpet-tone that electrifies men. 
Then adieu to the hope, to my bosom so pleasing. 

Of being remembered and talked of when gone ; 
And adieu to the hope, more ambitious, of seizing 

The mind of the future, and moulding: its tone !" 




Sl$-l$:i^'$: ^'^^•^<!i:^ l^i^i^ji^l^^^ji^-lf l^t$:^ ^$;^$;^$;^^;j^lj^^$;l^<$. i^i^<$!^!^<^^<^4^t^ ^^;$.^,4 1^ (g 



^ 






■#- 



267 



§m\ Jmboii.- 



If 





'^ 



1840. 



EAR Hudson, a ■winter o'f time has 
gone by 
Since last we were seated together ; 
Bat my soul never shrunk for the 
-. -.:gwwl of the sky, 
And it still bid^^ince to weather ! 
But why should l^nt at my griefs, 'mid the light 
That from wine a^^rue friendship we borrow ? 
We wont have a word but of pleasure tonight — 
We can talk of our troubles tomorrow. 

What's the want men so shun, or the wealth they so 
crave, 

That a care about either should bind us ? 
A good name is the thing, which, surviving the grave, 

Shall leave its long perfame behind us. 
One hour — be futurity gloomy or bright — 

This hour shall be sacred from sorrow ; 
We wont have a word but of pleasure tonight — 

We can talk of our troubles tomorrow. 
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^Ini shall not fi^. 



1841. 



[On the death of Mrs. Hudson, wife of the gentleman to -whom the 
preceding song is addressed.] 




HE shall not die— as thousands die — 
To be forgot ere long ; 
The poet's friend shall claim a sigh 
While liyes the poet's song .'" 

Such was the inward vow I flaade, 

When o'er my hour of mirth 
The tidings flashed, that cold was laid 

The kindest heart on earth. 

Then winter wrapped the land ia snow ; 

The summer decks it now ; 
Yet unawaked one note of woe, 

And unfulfilled my vow. 

And ah ! unless the poet could 

Take aU of sweet and fair 
That summer sheds by vale and wood, 

And all the music there — 

Could take from flowers their fairest hues, 
Their sweetest notes from birds, 

And by some magic skill transfuse 
The whole into his words — 
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How should lie hope, in phrases meet, 

His tribute to prefer ? 
Or how reflect the virtues sweet 

That lived and bloomed in Hee ? 

Vain eflfbrt ! She who sleeps Below, 
Must sleep unsung as now — 

Still unawaked one note of wof, 
And unfulfilled my vow, 

Save for these rhymes, which, unreproved. 

May this proud boast prolong — 
"He had a eeiend too much beloved. 

Too DEEPLY MOUENED, FOK SONG !" 






1840. 



[This -wonderful subterranean vault — or rather succession of irregiJar 
vaults — is but poorly described in the following stanzas. It was 
then a recent discovery. It is the property of James WUliam Far ■ 
rer, Esq., of Inglehoro' Hall.] 




OVER of Nature ! whoseTeet have pervaded 
The wildest recesses where verdure has 
birth, 
And whose eyes have beheld, from these 
i) mountains unshaded, 

w/A The grandeur of ocean, the beauty of earth, 
v^jiSeem not, though thy pleasures be pure and abiding, 
'^\' That thou hast exhausted the whole she e'er gave ; 
^,Go, enter yon rock, whence the waters are gliding, 
And witness tlio wonders she works in the Cave ; 
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Go tlien, and alone, wouldst thou feel Ih^p scene rightly 

The Poet, invisibly joining thy side, 
Shall talk with thy soul, shall be moral^or sprightly, 

And summon his spirits to light thee and guide ! 
Look up ! the green day -light yet blends with the lustres 

Sprite-furnished, and gleaming along the dark wave ; 
Smooth rock hung with pendants like icicle-clusters — 

What ceiling can vie with the roof of the Cave ? 

But on ! — The day fades ; and the lights, borne before us. 

The brighter appear, and the richer by far ; 
For see them beneath us, beside us, and o'er us, 

Reflected from diamond, water, and spar ! 
If splendour thou lovest, 'tis here in prpfusion. 

More pure than in courts, for it doth aot deprave ; 
And shouldst thou point out that the whole is illusion, 

I ask, is illusion confined to the Cave r 

On, on ! — The lights pause. la yon blagk rock the ending ? 

No, no ; thou hast farther, and fairer,- to view ; 
So, follow we must where the elf-lights^descending — 

Half show a low vault. Don't they turn a bit blue ? 
Start not ! there's no ghost, I assure you, to fear, sir ; 

But stoop — lower yet — if thy head thou wouldst save : 
Pride sometimes gets checked in his omtfard career, sir, 

And Sumility's well in the world, and the Cave. 

But hark ! there is music ! All fairy-like stealing, 

It comes on the ear, as from , distance it came : 
'Tis Nature's own harmony, fitfully pealing, 

And this for her Palace the Goddess may claim. 
Look round ! 'tis enchantment ! surpassing whatever 

The tales of the East on young fancies engrave ; 
So, now for description, my friend, if thpu'rt clever — 

Ecfloot me in song this State-room of the Cave. 
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What song shall reflect it ? — A gem-studded ceiling, 

On columns of crystal appearing to lean ; 
Sides flashing with hrilliants ; the wide floor revealing 

A pure water-mirror that doubles the scene ; — 
Away ! 'tis prosaic, where all should be sparkling, 

And rugged, where Music should breathe through the stave. 
But see ! my torch-bearers have left us, pjid — darkling — 

We follow the light as it winds up the Cave. 

Then on ! — We are now at the roots of the mountain. 

Where Nature, as knowing the pressure, has thrown 
A bold massive arch o'er the line of the fountain. 

An arch a la Gothic — ere Gothic was known ! 
Here rest we before — ^into day-light retiirning — 

We return, too, to cares and to topics more grave ; 
And mixing a bowl, while the elf-lights are burning, 

Let us drink to the health of the lord of the Cave 1 

# ^pr^ M iinrl |iiart. 

1S41. 



[On reading Lord Francis Egerton's address to the Electors of South 
Lancashire, in which he alluded to the infirm state of his health. 
This Nobleman, since known as the Earl of Ellesmere, has died while 
these sheets were in the press. The lines may now, alas ! stand as a 
slight but sincere tribute to his memory. 




AllE the kind heart loijg to beat as it does. 
Instinct with all feelings delightful and 
pure ! 
And spare the clear head, now so needful 
to us, 
Who battle our birth-right to save and secure ! 
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* "When tlie agents of Evil are active and rife, 

-sj When Treason, or Folly, presides at the helm. 
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We ask thee, O Heaven ! to leave us a life 



* 

* Devoted and hound to the weal of the realm ! ij 

-» ti- 



* 



-8j We ask thee to leave us that something,^ of which * 



* 



* 



^ Crowds feel the effect, though they g-uess not its cause, * 

^ Which, preceding his eloquence flowing "and rich, ^ 

* In look and in hearing still wins, while it awes ! ca- 

* * 

* We ask thee to leave us that eloquence, filled * 

friU With all that Refinement and Genius'infuse — 

*f-ft, As soft as the dew from a spring- mist distilled, « 

*|_g, And sweet as the harmonies hreathed -by the Muse — * 

*l* * 

*. . * 

* Coming, not like a summer-stream swollen by rain, * 

* A torrent that fails when the shower-cloud is gone, * 

* But a fount-supplied river, that rolls thtough the plain, * 
ft: And, strong but yet gentle, in sunshine rolls on ! * 

■if. * 

* We ask thee to leave us that character, bright 

ft With virtues not drawing their lustre from birth, ^ 

* But blending with that all the charm of their light, * 

* To brilliance of Namk adding brilliance of Wqkth. * 

* * 
^ Yes 1 spare the kind heart long to beat as it does, % 

* Instinct with all feelings delightful and pure ! ^ 

* And spare the clear head now so needful to us, ^ 

* When battling our birth-right to save and seciire ! ? 
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1841. 




lass ye see sae lightly trip, 
She has, nae doubt, a rosy lip, 
And ye might, maybe, like to sip 

Its hineyed dews yere lane, lad ; 
But she isna like my ain wife, 
My ain, ain, ain wife, 
There's nane like my ain wife — 
I'll say't and say't again, lad ! 

Ton lassie has a bright blue e'e, 
Wi' glance sae pawky and sae slee. 
And ye might, maybe, Kke to see 
Its love-blinks a' yere ain, lad ; 
But she isna like, &c. 

A rosier lip, a pawkier e'e 
Its mine to prize, and mine to prie. 
And ! a heart that's a' for me, 
For me, and me alane, lad ! 
There's nane like, &c. 

When blasts o' cauld misfortune blaw, 
And puirtith's showers around> me fa', 
Her bonnie smile gleams thro' them a', 
Like sunshine in the rain lad ! 
There's nane like, &c. 
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[" Poor Mary " was Mary Batty, of Skipton, — a fair pupil of mine.] 
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And then wi' buds she's decked my bower 

As bonnie as the mither-flower, 

And placed wi' them, its past my power 

To say how proud and fain, lad, 
I sit beside my ain wife, . 
My ain, aiu, ain wife, 
There's nane like my ain wife — 

I'll say't and say't again lad,!" 



1842. 



N spring, alas ! poor Mary dies. 

Ere many springs have found her ; 
An early-blighted flower she lies. 
When aU is blooming round her ! 

Tet consolation gilds the tear 
With which her fate we ponder : 

She never caused- a sorrow here, 
And ne'er will meet one yonder ! 
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1842. 



I HEEE was gloom, there was grief, in the 
year that is eped ; 
But 'tis gone — and we will not speak ill 
of the dead ! 
Many joys it has left us, in friends that 
are dear, 
And we'll wish one another a happy new year ! 

Many joys it has left us ; but some it has ta'en — ■ 
There were faces we never shall look on again ; 
Kind hearts ever ready to welcome and cheer, 
That now cannot wish us a happy new year ! 

And some we must think of, the friends of our soul. 
Though far they may he from our board and our bowl ; 
We know they have hearts that are warm and sincere. 
And we'll wish them, though absent, a happy new year ! 

For those that are with us — their glances attest 
That the same tide of feeling is high in each breast ; 
That one chain of kindness links all that are here. 
As we wish one another a happy new -year ! 

Then, old friend, take my hand, and be sure — when I clasp- 
There is heart in its pulse, there is sonl in its grasp ! 
And if you could doubt it, this truth-sneaking tear 
WUl tell how I wish you a happy new year ! 
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(i ^in0 to m^ 110 yiodiiih ©unr. 



1842. 



[C«Hw -?'«(> is the name of an air which was a grfeat favourite with the 
dancers in my young days.] 




SINGr to me no modish tune, 

But some old Scottish air, love ; 
And would you give my heart a hoon, 

Then sing it Calder Fair, love ? 
I know that tasteful earp would scorn 
A thing so simple and so worn ; 
But pleasant dreams to me are home 
In the notes of Calder Fair, loSre I 

Then sing to me, &c. 









Again I lead the village dance, 
Or join the village ring, love; 

Again I mark the roguish glance 
That Peggy used to fling, love. 

The reeling and the revelry, 

The wooing and the witchery, 

Eetum in all their truth to me 
When that old air you sing, love. 

Then sing to me, &c. 






It throws me back the years long fled 
On Memory's mirror true, love ; 

The married are again unwed. 
The faded bloom anew, love; 
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Her stately shape my Mary shows, 

And blooms my Jeanie's lip of rose; 

Ay — ^forms that now in dust repose, 

Are passing in my view, love ! 

Then sing to me, &e. 

Nor while your notes those years restore, 
Need you have doubts of me, love; 

I would not wish to live them o'er. 
Nor what I've been to be, love; 

With pleasure, but without regret, 

I see my loves in memory yet; 

Eor all their beauties here are met — 
I clasp them all in thee, love; 

Then sing to me, &c. 
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[These lines allude to a freak of mine when a boy of nine years.] 




HE day is gane when I could keep 

Step wi' the lave by the Ha'-house fire ; 
The day is gane when 1 could sleep 

Sound as a top in barn or byre. 
I'm altered noo in mind and mood ; 
In loftier things I seek my joy; 
I've gotten a name wad mak' some proud ;■ — 
But the Minstrel 's no the Minstrel's Hoi/ .' 
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I hate the waii's heartless mass, 

Vile, dirty dross their end and aim; 
Yet I — if I erect wad pass — 

Maun steep my soul in filth like them. 
For time brought luve, and luve brought care, 

And care brings meitle o' anno^ : 
I'd gie some coin to wear ance mair 

The lightsome heart o' the Minstrel's Boy J 



Put^ is the 14114 of (Bbfiii. 
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1842. 



' We bring our years to an end, as it were a tale that is told." 

Psalms. 



[On the death of John Nicholson, well known in the North as "The 
Airedale Poet." His life has been forcibly written by my friend 
John James, and prefixed to a posthumons edition of the poet's 
works — published for the benefit of his widow and children. Mr. 
James is himself distinguished by a " History of Bradford," which 
has been pronounced one of the very best local histories extant.] 
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UTE is the Lyre of Ebor ! cold 

The Minstrel of the' streamy Aire ! 
The "years" are passed, the "tale" is 
told: 
Prepare the shroud, the grave prepare ! 

The tale is told — what is the tale ? 

The same that still the ear hath won, 
As oft as, in life's humbler vale, 

Genius hath found a wayward Son. 
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First comes the magic time of life, 



Of fame and glory ne'er to die, 
When manfully with fate he copes. 
And will not see a peril nigh. 



At length he gives to public gaze 

The transcript of his glowing thought ; 
^ And vulgar marvel, high-bom praise. 

Seem earnests of the meed he sought. 



Days pass — years roll — the novelty 
That charmed at first, is faded now : 

And men that sought his hour of glee. 
Repel him with an altered brow. 



When Boyhood sees nor dreams of gloom ; 4*. 

nd when within the breast are rife 
Thoughts that are made of light and bloom ! 



And when within the breast are rife -^ 
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ft! Then Youth will all its burning hopes t* 



* ^ •* 

't % "Now round him crowd, where'er he wends, '^ 

His mind yet pure and undebased, jj; 

The countless troop of talent's friends, ':^ 

^- Men who affect — but have not — taste. -+ 

ft. .t> 

ft. -i)- 

ft. ■# 

* These bid him press to eager lips '^ i- 

f^ The double poison of their bowl — '^ h> 

Platteries that weaken as he sips, * (j 

^-- And draughts that darken sense and soul 1 » ^ 

1^ for a voice to rouse him up, * 

•*• To warn him, ere too late it be, * 

That Frenzy mantles in the cup. 
And that its dregs are — Misery ! 
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Where is the bard's indignant bredth ? 

Alas, the bard, from habits learned, 
Is powerless to resent ; and Death 

Kindly receives him — spent and spurned ! 

Talk ye of Fame ? ! he hath borne 
Contempt, alive ; but praise him, dead ! 

Ay, mourn him — whom ye left to mourn ! 
Give him a stone — ye gave not bread ! 

No more. The old, sad tale is told 
Prepare the shroud, the grave prepare ; 

For mute is Ebor's Lyre, and cold 
The Minstrel of the streamy Aire .' 
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mould not pas'! from .C^atith. 



1842. 



[This is the last piece of verse I composed in Craven.] 
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WOTJLD not pass from Eaxtb 
In the sweet spring-tipie. 

When all fair things have birth 
In our Northland clime ! 

When the forest's song is new; 

When the violet blooms <in dew; 

When the living woods are seen 

In their first and freshest green ; 

When the laughing mead unfolds 

A hue that shames the gold's; 
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^ S* 'i'hc Soul shall draw her brea,th 

* jg, In a purer, finer air, 

* And 'mid scenes surpassing fair ; 
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But I feel — and he it said 



*; ^ Not profanely ! — might I tread 

The vales of Heaven, e'en then 
I should dream of earth agaia ! 
So deep, here, the love-trace 
_^ Of Nature and of Place, 

* That my musings would comfe back 



* To their old and hallowed track, 

* Leave' the pure life-waters there 
For the Beaumont and the Aire ! 

^ For beautiful is earth 

In the sweet spring-tiii-e, 
When all fair things have birth 
In our Northland clime ! 



» 2 p 






<& 



,« 281 

!* When each hawthom-liedge, 'in blow, 

*f * Seems a wreath of summer snow ; * 

'^ , . "^ 

■8- * When the azure river glides ^ 

Through flowers that fringe its sides, * 



And, crowding rich and rife, * 

Drink thence exulting life ;^- "9 
! I would not vanish then 

From the world of living men I •9' 
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» I know that, after death, ■<» * 
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^ Not profanely ! — might I tread !J| 
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Potti|tftj^ line o( lamp. 



1843. 



[■Written in London.] 





l^BOVE the line of lamps, aiDoye 

The smoke that dims the evening air, 
The Moon, whose heams I used to love. 
Is shining now as calmly fair — 

cannot douht — as when she smiled 
Upon me in some Northern glen. 
Or bj' some mountain vast and wili, 

Where rocks were — not rock-hearted men. 

And even now on many a spot — 

Still loved, though left — she glailces down ; 
Beheld by, hut beholding not, 

My friends in hamlet and in town. 

I would I were upon her sphere ! 

And were with powers of vision, blest, 
Extensive as her beams and clear !- — 

! where would, then, my vision rest ? 

Not on the stars — though Mystery 
Sat 'mid their orbs, my gaze to draw ! 

Not on the seas — though gloriously 

Flashed thence the pomp of Night I saw ! 

But on the hills, and by the streams. 
Whose very names are song to me ; 

And round the homes, where fancy dreams 
Warm-hearted friends of mine may be ; 
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On Cheviot, sung in many a lay ; 

By Beaumont, named in few but mine ; 
By Till, that past the ruins gray * 

Of Etal leads its silver line; 

By "Wansbeck, rippKng on its course; 

By Tyne, that mirrors banks so fair; 
By streamy Aire's romantic source ; 

And by the Eibble — dear as Aire I 

Hallowed by Friendship and the Muse, 
O'er them mine eyes would rove or rest : 

Por I am one who never lose 
One kind emotion of the breast. 

Let the cold sons of Reason claim 
The praise of science and of art!; 

All art, all science, and their fame. 

Are nothing — weighed against the Heabi I 

1844. 



[Written in one of the fields of Roddam.] 




ne'er was spak', but aft was hok'd ; 
I ken'd it in your e'e, Jeanie ; 
An' for the luve to me you bore, 
I've often thought o' thee, Jeanie. 

>Vhile faces, ance perfen''d to thine, 
I willingly forget, Jeanie ; 
Thy sonsie look o' unsought luve, 
I mind and prize it yet, Jeanie ! 
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An' now I 'm in tlie field we reap'd, 
An' sigh to think ye' re gane, Jeanie; 

Por finer form there might ha beeh — 
But kinder heart was nana, Jeanie ! 



V^: 



"''.Wm 



ihfi loniii^ |ink (Jlaui^r. 



1844 



[The hill alluded to in the following lines is the Lanton Hill so often 
mentioned. I saw the flower and wiote the song in 1844. It has 
been set to music hy my friend WaUer, with accompaniments by 
ThirlwaU.] 




[CAM to the hill whare a boy I had wan- 
der'd 
An' high beat my heart-when I traced 
it again ! — 
I As up its steep side— now an auld man — 
I dander' d, 

I stopp'd whare a bonnie Pink blos'som'd its lane. 
It seem'd a wee star lighted up amaug heather ! 

My first thought said — " Pu' it, an' bring it away;" 
But a tenderer pleaded — " How soon it wad wither ! 
! leave it to bloom on its ain native brae ! ' 

" Por wha kens," pled the Thought, " but this bonnie flower 
bloomin', 

May hae some kin' o' feelin' or sense o' its ain? 
It 'ill change wi' the lift, be it smilin' or gloomin', 

Exult in the sunshine, an' droop in the rain. 
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An' wlia kens that it hasna some pleasure in gi'ein' 
Its bloom to the e'e an' its sweets to the day? 

That it hasna a secret an' sweet sense o' lein' ?" — 
Sae I left it to bloom on its ain native brae ! 

"Wad the young man but learn frae this simple narration. 

When he meets wi' a bonnie lass bloomin' her lane. 
To think — that tho' poor, an' tho' lowly in station, 

The lass has a heart he may please, or may pain! 
Then, if he can mak' her a wife, let him tak' her. 

An' bear her in joy an' in triumph ajray; 
But ! if he canna — ^beguile her lie manna, 

But leave her to bloom on her ain native brae ! 
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(rnn giuld 4'lM^i'3' 



1844. 



[The gentleman whose death called forth these Ijijes — the " Dear Hud- 
son " of a very different song in this collect?on — was, without one 
exception, the best man I ever knew. His enthusiastic friendship 
for myself, his disinterested zeal for my reputation and success — 1 
shall never forget. Nor has he all died ! On, my last visit to York- 
shire, I found his spirit still animating his friends, and meeting me 
at every turn, with the welcome of the years that are past. 
' A1h3, how different — yet how like thel'eame !"J 




ONY auld frien's to Town come, in kind- 
ness, to me, 
"Wi' the heart in the hand, an' the soul 
in the e'e ; 
ithely I meet them, as aft as they ca' ; 
But there's ane that comes never^— the dearest of a' ! 



-a'tj.^Some mickle 'illphraise when hut little they mean. 
You felt his heart heat in ilk word he let fa' ; 
But that kind ane comes never — the dearest of a' ! 

It isna the distance — that soon wad he pass'd ; 
Its nae fit o' cauldness — that short while wad last; 
Its the stern grip o' Death that keeps Hudson awa'. 
An' he will come never — the dearest of a' 1 

My ain day is closin', and I, too, maun dee. 
I scarce care how soon — if wi' him I may he I 
For nane hut guid fellows around him 'ill draw, 
And he they a' monarchs, he's King o' them a' 1 
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® let us be 4^rieitdla .' 



=^ *•:: [Written for an aTinnal dinner party, chiefly composed of certain 



ofScials of the Houses of Farliaraent.] 




'^ LET US be Meudly 1 sirice brief is life's 

day. 
And seldom tindimmed by some trouble 

its ray, 
'Twere folly in rancour or strife to employ 
One moment that might be devoted to joy. 
Impressed with this truth are the hearts that meet here. 
For a banquet of friendship and mirth once a year ; 
And no strife shall intrude, and no rancour ensue, 
For " Be friendly " 's the -word when Tn* dining with Totr 

At home we have cares — but we leave them to-day ; 
In the world there is business — 'tis not in our way ; 
Our business goes on, when our joys are improving, 
And our care is, to see that the bottles keep moving ! 
The Queen, be she happy ! — we're happy as she ; 
The Lords, be they wise — are they wiser than we ? 
And as for the Commons, I hold it quite true, 
I am not t/the Commons when dining with Tou ! 

Then fill round a bumper, and each, in his place, 
Drink with me — to the weai. of the whole HiniAy eace ! 
Whatever his colour, his clime, or his creed. 
Be he savage or civilised, fettered or freed, 
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Each man upon us hatli the claim of a brother I 
And if you can be touched by the woes of another, 
You will pledge me with feelings befitting and due, 
Nor allow them to part — when I've parted from You ! 



llli* 0|ti!n f aughtd at fiwm, 

1846. 



E often laughed at Fanny, 

But we loved her while we laughed ; 
She was so odd a mixture 
Of simplicity and craft. 
Whate'er she thought she uttered, 
And her words — she "reckon'd 
nou't" 
Of the fine flash talk of London ; 

Hers was Yorkshire out and out ! 
While her little schemes of cunning, 

Which she thought so veiled, were still 
As obvious as the channel 

Of the purest mountain rill. 
Thus her heart being good and geiitle. 

And transparent all her craft. 
We often laughed at Fanny, 

But we loved her while we laughed ! 

A short life was my Fanny's, 

And slight the warning given !' 
But her sins were those of childhood. 

And her spirit is in Heaven. 
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All throngh her words, when dying, 

llan a vein of solemn thought ; 
And we felt how wite was Fanny, — 

We had laughed more than we, onght. 
Yet even in those moments 

Came out a phrase, a word. 
That reminded us of periods 

When the same with mirth we heard. 
And we oft recall her sayings, 

Her playfulness and craft ; 
But now — 'tis odd — we weep the most 

At what the most we laughed ! 



^)lu (I'aiilliam: 




1846. 



^T William died in London, 

In London hroad and brave ; 
His little Hfe was hut a drop 

Dashed from her mighty wave ! 
And few there were that mourned my 
boy, 
f?iQ When he went to his grave. 






Few mourned — and when we laid Vn'm 
In his earth-bed cold and lowj 

No hireling Mute, I said, should, stand 
In mimicry of woe ; 

But genuine tears, from eyes he loved, 
Flowed forth — as still they flow. 
2a 
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ei O London ! fatal London ! 
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I thought — hut that -was weakness-^ 

I had rather seen, him laid 
In the distant, rural, green churchyard S 

Near which a child he played, 
With daisies o'er the turf to hloom, 

And no dull walls to shade. 'Sj 

How shall we e'er forget him ? V\ 

His eye, instinct with light — ^1 

His cheek's fair hloom, which Death itself 
Found it most hard to blight— 

His little manly bearing — all 
That made our cottage bright ! 
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Above a boy ambitious, 

To learn, to work, to riw — 
Beyond his years considerate, ?i) - 

And ominously wise — %\ ■" 

O how I prized him ! Now, it seems 



■m 



That Jialf I did not prize. %\ 



How proud to come was I ! 
How proud was he ! how proud were all ! 

And all have come — to die ! ^' 

Pass on, sad years ! and close the tale <«; 

^ "With its best words — "Heke he" ,9, 
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ik d[hmn ib Iroltp. Jatkr. 



1847. 



[Supposed to be addressed to her father by Mrs. D , (who had been 

unhappily married,) on the death of her mother.] 




E chain is broken, Father, 

That bound together three ; 
The middle link is taken ;— 

But thou art left tame, 
And I to thee, my Father ! 
And here I promise thee. 
That ne'er was truer Daughter found, 
Than thou shalt find in me ! 

I have no tie to life, Father; 

Save thee, I have not one ! 
I bear indeed the name of wife. 

But husband I have none. 
I name not this regretfully — 

All that is over now — 
I name it but to let thee see 

That my sole tie art Thoii ! 

And I will tend thee, Fathey, 

As long as I have breath ,- 
Ajid if it please my Mother's God, 

I'll tend thy bed of death. 
Then, the last tie dissevered, 

I'll follow her and thee, 
Where Love shall join the links again 

That bound together three ! 
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^\^^, mu Paiiij ! 

1847. 



[Muaio by Thirlwall.] 




LEEP, my Mary ! sleep, my Mary ! 



Sleep, though darksome be thy bed ; 
Ig Sleep, my Mary ! sleep, my Mary ! 

Sleep, though round thee.lie the dead ! 
Sleep ! — To this bed comes not nigh 
Tortured night, or troubled day ; 
Feiirless sleep, the dead that lie 

Round thee — how harmless they ! 

Sleep, my Mary ! sleep, my Mary ! 

Dream not thou art left alone — 
Listen, Mary ! listen, Mary 1 

Well was once my footstep known ! — 
Hush ! — -That sob was much too loud ; 

Glad I am the grave is deep ! 
It would pain her in her shroud. 

Could she hear her father weep ! 

Sleep, my Mary ! sleep, my Mary ! 

Dead thou art not — scarce removed; 
Still, my Mary ! still, my Mary. ! 

Thou art living, thou art lovejd ! 
Living still — at least to me, 

Still before my inward eye ; 
Loved — as nothing else can be ! 

Loved — till life and memory die ! 
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^ujcfit to (^\im^. 

1847. 



[Music by the same.] 




IS sweet to escape from the noise of the 
city, 
Aud spend one free day -with a few we 

hold dear, 
"Who — all of them pleasant, and some of 
them witty — ^ 
Are sure to make that day the gem of the year. 

The Thames that rolls by with its freightage of treasure, 
Must ebb — while we sit — in its changeful career ; 

But no ebb shall take place in our spring-tide of pleasure, 
Till the sun has gone down on this gem of the j'ear ! 

If the days we have passed had their trouble or sorrow, 
If the heart had its pang, and the eye had its tear, — 

Sad thought may return with the gloom .of to-morrow ; 
Such thought shall not sully this gem of the year ! 

'Tis a banquet of Friendship, which after-reflection 
The deeper shall hallow, the more shpll endear ; 

For long shall come back on each pleased recollection 
The beauty and light of this gem of fhe year ! 
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(g'ljn nottJ, mhcn thi| ^iitd». 
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1848. 



[Written after the Frepch Eevolution of this year, whkh sent hi» 
Majesty, the late Louis PhiUippe, into exUe.] 




now — when the winds have dispeUerT 
the dark smoke, 
And the sun shines again as it previously 
shone ; 
When the Earthquake is over, whose ter- 
'-, ;'.'^ ' rible shook 



Made"*!- ehsff of 
t^ Throne !- 



a Dynasty, dust of a 



\' '^'en now — when the pulse of the generous beats high 
' u'-^ "With hope for the future of France and of Man, 
And the sanguine believe that an era draws nigh 
To shame the Kost brilliant since nations began ! — 

E'en now do I turn to my own Native Land, 
With a love all the prouder for all I behold ; 

And exult in a Freedom not based in the sand. 

But built on a rook, and more fixed as more old 1 — 

A Freedom which is not the spoil of an hour, 
Achieved by one impulse, and lost if that dies; 

But the prize of long struggles, and left — a rich dower — 
To ourselves and our sons by progenitors wise ! — 

A Freedom which keeps us within the safe mean, 
Which limits our contests to party aAbne ; 

A statesman cashiers — not imperils the Qitef.n, 
A cabinet shakes — not unfixes the Thhonh ! 
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A Freedom which laughs at equality, but 

Its posts and its honours throws open to all ; 

^ Whence a Briton may draw his first breath in the hut, 

And, rising to greatness, may die in the hall ! — 

it. 

*■ A Freedom which holds this fair Island in peace, "* 

■ "When strife and dismay over Europe ajre hurled ; 

And which — guarded by patriots — never shall cease 

e To shed its calm light through the storms of the world ! 
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**■ [I knew the late Mr. Parker, of the Iff, in the West Riding of York- 

fi shire, well. He deserved every word of the character I have given 

"-■ him in the Epitaph.] jf 
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Parker's Tomb — exulting — say : 
He from the Eight ne'er swerved, 
J ^^l^^li-^*^*' faithfully and well, "his day 

And generation" served. 



TJnw^rped by censure or applause ; 

Still firm, however tried; 
The world's amount of virtue was 
fi Diminished when he died! 



His death was mourned by friends untold, 

And e'en his foes confess. 
That now the Queen's dominions hold 

One honest man the less. 
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# ^torn not the jaioii0h ! 



i^s 



1849. 




SCORN not the Plough ! which for ages 
hath heen 
The hoast of this Isle of the Free ; 
And for ages to come, when our tomb- 
stones are green, 
Our Posterity's boast let it be 
Our cottons and silks we might give to the moth, 

Nor be much the worse off, you'll allow ; 
The loom, after all, can but furnish his Cloth, 
The Man is sustained by the Plough ! 

It was well with our sires when their wives spun the 
fleece 

That at church and at market they ■ftrore ; 
When the loom — still domestic— was clicking in peace 

On the flags of the cottager's floor. 
And though manners have changed, yet let worst come 
to worst. 

We could live as they lived, even now ; 
For garb is but second, food ever is first, 

And our food is produced by the Plough ! 

When England waged war — as again she may do, 

And conquered — as conquer she wUl, 
Whence came the brave bands that, on red Waterloo, 

Kept her soil the free soil it is stiU. ? 
All fresh from the country — not pale from the towns — 

They marched, as they still would, I trow ; 
The fine healthy men of the dales and the downs. 

The broad-shouldered sons of the Plough ! 
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pn Sar^{i is on the "®p«. 



1849. 

[Founded on an old Northumbrian song, of whicli I never heard more 
than the tune and chorus : 

'^ . , . . Till the tide come in, till the tide come in, 
We'll kiss a bonny lassie till the tide come io." 

Set to music hy Alicia Bennett.] 




T bark is oa the Tyne, and the wind blows 

fair; 
The tide is rising fast, and I've little time 
to spare ; 
ItBut, before the latest moment, to part 
wonld be a sin ! 
f^o we'll kiss, my bonny Mary, till the tide come in. 
'till the tide come in, tiU the tide come in, 
We'll kiss, my bonny Mary, till the tide come in. 

' But why that filling eye, and that pale drooping brow ? 
I cannot bear those sighs, love ! I pray suppress them now. 
Let all without seem pleasure, though all be sad within, 
And we'll kiss, my bonny Mary, till the tide come in. 
Till the tide come in, &c. 

I thank thee for that smile, it is sunshineto me ; 
And I'll keep it in my heart when I'm far away at sea ; 
It will lighten on my watch when the lonely hours begin ! 
So we'll kiss, my bonny Mary, till the tide come in. 
Till the tide come in, &c. 

It will lighten on my watch, like a moonbeam on deck ; 

It wUl shine if there be battle, it will gleam if there be wreck ; 

It will nerve my soul in danger, an honoured name to win ! 

So we'll kiss, my bonny Mary, till the ti'de come in. 

Till the tide come in, &o. 
2 p. 
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I'lg^'lg^'/lg^W^'flgWl! 



Again that eye is filled ! "Well, unblamed it now must be ; 
But weep not long, my dearest ; and breathe oft a prayer 

for me ! 
That prayer shall safe retum me from the storm's or battle's 

din. 
To woo my bonny Mary till the tide corae in ! 
Till the tide come in, &c. 
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1849. 



HEN Freedom made this Constitution 

of ours. 
Which you shall not 'find matched if 

the wide world you range, 
Two Spirits she chosfi to keep watch 
on its powers — 
The Spirit of Caution, the Spirit of Change. 
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"If Caution," she said, " would too slowly proceed, 
Then, Change, do thy part, nor allow him to flag ; 

And if Change urge the engine to perilous speed. 
Then, Caution, be ready to slip on the drag ! " 

Thus ever those Spirits keep watch on its powers, 
Ketard, or impel, as the need becomes known ; 

And 'tis hy them that this Constitutidn of ours 
In the line of Improvement rolls steadily on. 

And Britons have but to preserve it intact — 
Secure that its working no power can derange, 

While the Spirit of Change shall force Caution to act, 
And the Spirit of Caution shall regulate Change ? 
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O^hc Masons in |aK}imt|. 

1849. 

HE seasons, in passing, ®ne sweet moral 
bring, 
And well — if he marked it — would 
man do ; 
"Spread pleasure — ^likeme," is the lan- 
guage of Spring, 
" Make aU hearts as glad as you can do ! " 

The Summer but varies it : " Make each heart glad, 

Treat all with the warmth of affection ; 
My sun shines alike on the good and the bad. 

And shall you dare to think of seleetion ? " 

The Autumn repeats it : " My stores are for all ; 

But should one, in the scramble, get favour. 
Let him share it with those to whom little may fall. 

And what's left wiU have all the niore savour ! " 

And "Winter affirms it — while shaking the door. 
And binding the stream with his fetter: 

" Keep the cold that I bring, from the hearths of the poor. 
And your own will burn brighter and better !" 

So speaks every Season that comes and departs, 

To the bosoms of all men appealing-^— 
Alas, that it touches so few of our hearts ! 

That so many continue unfeeling ! 

What a world it would be, if-— less niindful of pelf — 
We esteemed every neighbour a brother ; 

And if each, while he did a bit good for himself, 
Did a little bit, too, for another ! 
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Jn gciith our Jatheijs. 



18i9. 



[For Her Majesty's blrtli-day.] 




N j'outh, our fathers sought the woocl, 

Or climbed the hill at dawning gay ; 
Our mothers, in their maidenhood, 

Donned their best garb to greet the May. 
And though old rites have passed away, 
The May is still with honour seen — 
We love the Month that brings the day, 
The natal day of England's Qiieen. 

Our fathers twined tlie blossomed bough 

To deck their chosen Queen of May ; 
To ours, their love Three Kingdoms vow. 

An Empire's millions homage pay ! 
Their May-Queen reigned a single-day, 

Then passed, unnoticed, o'er the green ; 
Through all the year we own the sway. 

And bless the rule, of England's Queen ! 

May brings, at eve, the loveliest star. 

At eve, the moon of softest ray ; 
In May, the night's the fairest far, 

The sweetest morning breaks — in May. 
Then brightest blooms the woodlaad spray. 

Then purest lies the dew-drop sheen — ■ 
As Nature's self would grace the day 

That graced the world with England's Queen ' 
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IS PKOUDLY AND GEATEFUHY INSCRIBED 

BY THE AIJTHOE. 



PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION. 

The demand for two editions of a long Poem, in little more than a year, 
imposes on the Author a very pleasing duty. He has to thank his nu- c 

merous friends and the public, for their kind appreciation of his work. 
He has to thank many conductors of the Provincial press, for the ap- 
probation to which they had long before accustomed him. He has to 
thank the editors of sundry Metropolitan journals, for their notices — 
whether favourable or unfavourable ; and as the effect of the latter on 
the sale may have been equal to that of the formsr, he thanks their re- 
spective writers with equal emphasis. Among the favourable reviews, 
he is proud to particularise that of William Jer^an, Esq — ^the Arbiter 
of Literary Taste for nearly half a century — whose approval would have 
consoled him for severer censures than any which his merits, or demerits, 
have yet attracted. He wUl only add, that the New Issue invites new 
and further criticism, which — he very respectfully intimates — ^ho neither 
presumes to defy, nor descends to deprecate. 

Albert Cottage, 
July, 1853. Battersea Parh, London. 
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\fe-^t.TO THE SOUL OF SIR "WALTER SCOTT. 

of the Last and Migttiest 
all the Minstrels — be thoa blest ! 
that thon hast bequeathed to me 
great and glorious LEGAcar, 
Such as no other single mind — 
Save Shakspea.ee' s — ever left behind ! 
One, not of earth, or earth-born- gold. 
In acres broad, or sums untold, 
Which may by heirs be -wasted, °inay 
By lawless force be swept away. 
Or meanly filched by legal stealth ; 
But a bequest of Mental "Wealth I 
Left, not to me alone, although 
As much my own as if 'twere so ; 
And yet, high thanks to art divine ! 
As much the world's as it is mine; 
E'en like the air, or like the sun. 
Enjoyed by all, engrossed by none ; 
Difiiised, unspent; entire, though shared ; 
All undiminished, unimpaired. 
Ordained to rouse emotions high, 
And charm — till England's language die ! 

! when at first I saw the Tale 
"Which tells of the redoubted Ga'el ' 
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ft And of the bard" whose harp would wake 

ft- ^ 

ft- To soothe the Lady of the Lake, 

I did not read. That term were weak 

The process of the hour to speak. 
a. Page after page, thy words of flame 

To me — without a medium — came ! 

The instant glanced at, glanced the whole 
?' l^ot on my sigM, but on my soul ! 

And, thus daguerreotyped, each line 
^ Will there remain while life is mine ! 

^ I deemed that lay the sweetest far 

* That ever sung of loTe and war ; 

And vowed that, ere my dying day, 
fe I would attempt such lovely lay. 

fe But I was young, and had forgot 

ft. How different were from thine, Scott ! 

My genius, and my earthly lot. 



"What though my ear, in boyhood's time, 
Delighted, drank the flowimg rhyme ? 

ft. Though then, like Pope, no fool to fame, 

"I Hsped in numbers," for they came. 
And waked, uncensured, unapproved, 
An echo of the strain I loved ? 
And what though, in maturer days, 
With none to judge, and few to praise. 
Survived and ruled the impulse strong. 
And my heart lived and moved in song ? 

^ Still — poor, unfriended, and untaught, 

A Cyclops in my Cave of Thought, 

<i- Long sought I round, ere glimpse of day 

Consoled me with its entering ray. 

ft- At length it came ! and then I tried 

ft- 

To wake my Harp in lonely pride. 

ft> 
ft. 
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My Harp was made from stunted tree, 
The growth of Glendale's barest lea; ' 
Yet fresh as prouder stems it grew, 
And drank, with leaf as green, the dew ; 
Bright showers, from Till or Beaumont shed, 
Its roots with needful moisture fed '; 

>/_ Gay birds, Northumbrian skies that wing, 

Amid its branches loyed to sing ; 
And purple Cheviot's breezy air 
Kept up a life-like quivering there. 

g From Harp, thence rudely framed and strung, 

Ah ! how should strain like thine be flung r 
If, moved by young ambition's dream, 
I struck it to some lofty theme, 
AU harshly jarred its tortured chords. 
As 'plaining such should be its lord's ; 
But all its sweetness wakened still 
To lay of Northern stream or hill ! 



fi To CiiAVEif's emerald dales transferred, 

Id That simple Harp with praise was heard. 



|<2: 



b> 



svil;^ The manliest sons, the loveliest daughters, 

.'y,|.i That flourish by the Aire's young waters, 



ail 



By gentle Eibble's verdant side, 
|| And by the Wharfe's impetuous tide, 
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';€ Nay, when, beneath the turf laid low, 



i 



No kind applause my breast can know- 
A Poefs Messing, heart-bequeathed, 
O'er the domains of Craven breathed. 
Shall be to every hill and plain 
Like vernal dew, or summer rain, 
And stay with her, while bud or bell 



Lauded its strains. And for this cause, |3 

"While throbs my breast to kind applause — fl 



>'M Decks lowland mead, or upland fell 1 * 

i 
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!^ There — mindful still of thee — ^I strove 

:).;' To frame a lay of war and love. 

I roused old heroes from the urn. ; , 

Bade huried monks to day return ; 

And waked fair maids, whose dust had lain 
19 ;^ Ages in lead, to bloom again ; j^ 

«5 My grateful wish to pour along * 

* Those emerald dales the charm of sons, -9 

^ And do for Malham's Lake and Cave '« 
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But years of gloom and strife came on; 
Dark omens girt the British Throne ; 
The Disaffected and the Bad, 
Who hopes from wild commotion had. 



2 s 



What thou hadst done for Katrine's wave. ''i 

;^ ^1 Not that the pride impelled me now ^ 
^ ;b That had inspired my youthful voV ; 

I would but some like notes essay, a 

Wot rashly wake a rival lay! tj 
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^ Gave towns to tumult and to flame, '| 

;* And treason wrought — in William's name ! 1 



* That was no time, in idle lays, 

«> To kindle feuds of other days — 

sft" I tuned my Harp to Order's cause, ;^ 

«> And sung for Britain's King and Laws I ' =9 

») For party ? Ay ! but party then =* 

;«> Was led by England's greatest men — ■» 

;«, By Him,^ to save his country bom « 

•^ By Sim,'' whom all the people mourn ; -.-s 

|< i(^ 'Twas graced by Stanlet's' noble name, --8' 



■<& 



^1^ And vaunted that of 'gallant Geaemb.'' ■<* il 

Men — ^far too high, too pure, too proud, *& "^ 



<* 



To flatter either court or crowd ; 

Men — moved by patriotic zeal, # 

And seeking nought but England's, weal ! ^ 
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Dull were the head could style the man 
g "Who followed them, a partisan. 



Far from thy Tweed^my birth that claims — 

I find myself on regal Thames ! 

The swans that Spknser loved to sing, ; 

Before me prunB the snowy wing ; 

In Surrey woods, by moonlight palej 

I list to Thomson's nightingale; '" / 
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* Use the same walks that Collins used, 

g, 

K And muse, where Pope himself hath mused !"" 

&■ ... 

t "What wonder if the wish, that burned ;■ 

9' .' ' '■ ■• . ' 

So strong in youth, in age returned; ■ • , 

I And — -'mid such scenes — my Harp ^ain 

Took up the long-abandoned strain ? 

But ah ! when of the high design P 

Is traced at length the closing line, 

I say not — How unlike to thine ! 

(Tlie forward child of youthful pridfe, 

That bold Presumption long hath died) ^ 

I But — How unlike to that which first Ji 

_^ On my enraptured Fancy burst, ^| 

I "When, fresh and fair, mv untried theme -^■ 

I Hose — like a landscape in a dream ! S} 

S That landscape hath familiar grown, ^ 

K And half of its, romance is flown. '^ 

h' . . . 

€ Thus regions new, in distance seen, 

t Have sunny vales of smoothest greep. 

And mountains which, as they ascend, gil 

"With the blue sky so softly blend, g) 

That — giving nought of earth to view — 

They seem to be ethereal too ! 

But, visited, the change is harsh ; 

SI& The vales that looked so smooth, are* marsh; 
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Brusliwood and heath the hills array ; 

And rock and quagmire bar the way I a 

„ Tet round that marsh, who seek the vale, 

5 * May violet find, or primrose pale ; 

Tet on those hills, who choose to climb, a 

May meet the crow-flower or the thyme ; 
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■6 While e'en the rock for buds has room, 

-C And e'en the quagmire boasts its bloom ! 



NOTES. 
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<1 



And, well I hope, that Northman! ne'er 

Will lend a cold fastidious ear. 

To hear a Native Bard rehearse 2 

^' In the good old heroic verse, 

^g How, bold of heart and strong of hand, 

-gi His Danish Fatheuswou Noethtdmbbeland. 



a 



3 

a 



ig 



■© ' Koderick Dhu. - Allan- Baue. 

-g, ' Glendale, one of the minor divisons of the county of Northumber- 

^v land, takes its name from the small stream of the Glen. 

^, * This, and the preceding paragraph, have already appeared in the 

-v-j Epistle to Gourley; hut to have omitted them here, would have 

<© marred the Introduction. JJ 

4, 5 I trust that this will not bo considered a too ostentatious allusion 2 

Ci to a number of loyal and patriotic lyrics, which successively appeared g 

"© in most of the leading journals of the day, and which, in their collected i 

* form, went through tiiree editions. 4 

6 The Duke of Wellington. ' The late Sir Robert Peel. 1 

-^ * Now the Earl of Derby. ^ Sir James Graham. 

-& 



'" Thomson's fondness for the song of the nightingale is well known. 
_ He was in the habit of sitting at his open window half the summer 

-£) night, entranced with its unrivalled music. The name of CoUins, in 

■€: my mind, is inseparably connected with that of Thomson, by his beauti- 

ful Elegy on the death of the latter. 

" I allude to Battersea, the lanes and walks of which must have 
been familiar to the great poet, from his frequent visits to the mansion 
Jl of his friend, Lord Bolingbroko, at that place. 

■it) -|> 
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(!ANTO T. 

FEEL the sun !" the Aged Warrior said, 
His hand upon his Grandchild's shoulder 

laid — 
A. Stripling tall, -whose locks of yellow 

shone 
^In hrightand beauteous contrasttohisown, 
Which waved, amid that summer morning's glow, 
As purely white as Cheviot's drifted snow ! 
" I feel the sun ! " again the Warrior said, 
" So, rest we, Harold, on this mountain's head. 
Whence thou — not I ! — mayst cast thiAe eyes abroad. 
And see the beauty of the works of Groi — 
His Mountains wild, and his yet wilder Sea, 
Which lieth in its might so tranquilly, 
And wooeth with so soft a kiss the shore, 
As if it promised to be wild no more ! 
Look to the right — Thou see'st the castled stoop 
Of regal Bamborough beetle o'er the deep ; 
See'st, far beneath, the sparkling waters play, 
As wins the tide on Waren's beauteous bay; 
And on the left, the Tower of Holy Isle 
Rise, like a rock of snow, in Morning's smile ! 



s 
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"i'was thus that rose the land, thus gleamed the wave, 

'Twas thus that shone the sun, when- Gu thrum brave, 

Gtjxkuum; the Dane, from whom, witli pride and joy, 

For ever trace thy princely line, my Boy ! 

When Guthrum led his Danish fleet, Ivell-manned, 

And drew up all his ships on yonder strand. 

'Tis long ago. Men then, my son, were men ! 

I was not blind, 1 was not feeble, then ! 

"Wouldst hear the Tale ?" Young Harold smiled. He knew 

The threatened Tale, but liked to herfr it too ; 

And had, besides, a generous wish to please 

Much-talking Age in its infirmities. 

He therefore answered with a prompt assent ; 

"When, gratified, his back the "Warrior leant, 

Beside the Youth, against a mossy stone 

That caLrned the mountain which they sat upon; 

And while, with cheek now slightly flushed, now pale. 

And voice that often changed, he told his Tale, 

There needed not the Harp. That warlike hand 

Could once the sword, but ne'er the harp command; 

And therefore not like Minstrel, but like One 

By whom bold deeds had often, erst, "been done. 

He, as he felt it, poured his varying theme, 

And WAS the Bard, he would have scorned to seem ! 



m 



A hundred ships, my son, with mast and sail, 

Had caught the impulse of the eastern gale ; 

In every ship, a score of rowers brave 

Had backward bent their oars to brush the wave ; 

"When Guthrum's vessel gave the parting sign. 

And led herself the way across the brine. 

The taUest as the first, her dragon-form' 

Had, seathless, weathered many a wreckful slorm ; 
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* For all along her sides, from stem to stern, «- 

* The mystic words might every eye discern, <«- 

* Which held within their characters a charm, * 

* Of power the wildest tempest to disarm ! 

* Her mast was fashioned of the roan-tree ;^ * 
fr Her canvas had been wove by Sisters Three, 
j^ Who, as their flying shuttles led the woof, Z 



^ With magic songs had made it wizardiproof ! 

* * From the same hands, to Guthrum's sa'fety true, * 

Had come the flag that at the mast-he^d flew, 



'^ Had come the flag that at the mast-he^d flew, * 

* On whose white fold there soared the Eaven Blaek,^ * 

* Empowered to scent the prey and point the track — * 

* At least, obedient to our Northern creed, * 
We boldly followed where he seemed to lead ! * 

* II. <» 
The weapons used in war on deck were stored — ■• * 



Jl? The lance, the bow, the battleaxe, the sword ; « 



* 



While, as the bearers tall, and framed of wood, * 



« 



Lashed side by side, the shields around it stood — « 

Ever, in case of accident, at hand, •» 

Our floats in water, as our guards on land. * 

Bright lay each steel-blade, bright each burnished hilt, * 

With Saxon blood so shortly to be gilt. 

In no obscure encounter — since there came 

Two Scalds with us, to give each fight to fame ; = % ^ 



■ * 
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Anlavo and Eolfe their names, on Danish ground % * 



For ready eloquence of song renowned. ^ * 
Alas, to song no more they lend their breath. 

But calmly slumber in the arms of death * 

Their very names forgot, their strains divine * 

Erased from every memory but mine, * 

Which treasures parts of them— although it ought, * 

Perchance, to treasure things more worthy thought ! * 

III. 

We sailed from Denmark. Thenceforth, never more S 

Was eye of Aymund to behold that shore, * 
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ft. 

(J. 

ft 
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fl> Which faded from my last and lingering look — 

S> For with, strange sadness leave of it I took ! 

Night fell, morn rose; and still our onward way 
ft "We made through breaking mist and dasliing spray, 

Night fell, morn rose : and, as before^ we found 
J But sky above us, and but sea around. 

The third night came, and brought a timely blast, ;* 

i "Which sped our vessels forward. And at last ■*^ e- 

IV. ^ 

Through partiog clouds of crimson and of gold, -^ 

^ Through flying mists of white, transparent fold, 4^ 

*> Like some young Monarch from his curtained sleep. 



'if 



a- Arose the Sun from out the shining J)eep ! -i^ 



ft- 



He glanced upon our fleet, and, glancing, showed 4- f 

^ i The spacious hay near which our vessels rode — J J 

<^ P Here Bamborough Castle caught his earliest smile ;° %■ % 



t* cj.. 



% There caught it, too, the Tower of .Holy Isle ; 

I "While the wild Cheviots — distant — to the ray, ^ «*- 

J; As if less distant, reared their summits gray. J* &■ 

Fair and familiar sight ! For oft, before, ^+ fr 

Our ships had rested on that goodly shore, 
^ And oft had thence retraced the foaming flood - 

I Laden with spoil — achieved by blows and blood ! 

^ And blood, we knew, was soon again to flow. 

Spoil to be won, 'mid wailing and 'mid woe ; 

But that good fleet was destined ne'er again. 

For Denmark's shore, to cross the bownding main ! 

V. 

I sailed with Guthrum ; ever at his side 5- 

As kinsman owned, and as a warrior tried ; "^ 

To ask whose counsel he would often. bend. 



And whom he blushed not to proclaiqi his friend. "if 

By my advice, a feint that morn was made — ■# 

As if we feared the shore we would invade, "=> 

Our fleet to seaward bore from Waren's bay, 4 

Nor neared the Island till had waned the day. 4 
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Then, while the vesper bell in distance rung, 
We moored our vessels, and to shore we sprung — 
A hundred men, selected from the flefet. 
Inured each peril fearlessly to meet ; 
Guthrum himself, with falchion in his hand,. 
The first to leap upon the Island-strand ; - 
Nor deem, of all the hundred warriora hrave, 
Thy Grandsire was the last to quit th© wave ! 

TI. 

"We sought the Convent — not, be sure, that we 

Would in its shade do rite of piety ! 

For we were Danes that held the Northern Faith, 

And deemed that wreaking every stnfcture scathe, 

Whate'er its name, in which were wont convene 

The hated followers of the Nazarene, 

At any risk, against uncounted odds, 

Was for the honour of our country's gods. 

Instructed thus from infancy to feel, 

Each had the stimulant of fiery zeal. 

Which nerved his arm, and gave, amid the fight, 

To deeds of blackest dye the hue of right. 

Yet nathless, son, the firm belief is mine, 

Had they not been aware how rich the shrine 

Of good St. Aidan of the Holy Isle, 

The pious Founder of the sacred pile — 

Their zeal would scarce have brought our warriors o'er 

To bootless battle on the Saxon shore ! 

vir. 
Full gloomily against the western skies. 
Still faintly tinged with sunset's lingering dyes, 
The Convent rose. Within, we heard, a crowd 
Of devotees at worship, low, or loud. 
Our savage war-cry, and our weapon-clash, 
Our in-burst — sudden as the lightning's flash, 
And far more startling — checked the course at once 
Um Of the low mutter, and the loud response, 
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^ And dread, well-founded, of a fierce assault ^ * 

* Sent shrieks, instead, along each echoing vault. ^ (J 

I The bald and black-robed Brothers of the Eood, ^ /^ 

^ "With little dignity, in haste made good ij 

^ Their present safety — all escaped but One, '^ 

S And he stood up beside the altar stone, ^ 

Defiant, calm. He, doubtless, wished to claim 1 

The envied glory of a Martyr's name, ;3 



* And had his wish ! To no man need I tell * 

* What happed where Guthnim's deadly falchion fell ! ^ 
» "We saw the fresh blood dim its azure shine ; ' s 



<8< 












<8>! !«" "We saw his victor hand upon the shrine ; '2 )f 

^ . . . ' . '*^ )\ 

» And dreamed but of dividing soon the spoil, "^ v 

)9> of' ,jg ^ 

>» Obtained at little risk, with little toil ; <8 )! 

'^ ■ ^ Si 

» "When men — not in the black array of monk — '4 ^ 

)fi> Men — who had, at our entrance, backward slunk, « ? 

>g, So seemed it, to the aisle's obscure recess — tg f| 

^ Returned to light with looks of haughtiness, ^'^ 

{^ And all so fully armed, as weU, I ween, Jg ^ 

^ To vindicate the proud change of their mien ! 49 

^ A chosen band they were of Saxons stern, ^ 

f* As, at deep cost, 'twas shortly ours to learn, ^ 

^^ There by the Monks maintained, on duty hard — ^ 

* The precious treasures of the House to guard. ^ ;< 

* vm. :;« ' 

* . "^ )( 

J* And now, my son, I wot thy youthful ear ^ '^ 

)» Is keenly bent a Tale of Blood to hear. «« 

And I — who lately heaved a sigh, to know ''8 

i* We sat with scenes so beautiful below, ■« 

)» And all those beauteous scenes of land and sea, ^ 

)& "^ 

Xj) One mournful, one unpeopled blank to me — '^ 

>8> I, by the very loss of sight, have niore =9 ^ 

SB, Of power the scene, long vanished, to restore is '" 

* The Present now is nothing, Harold, — but, .a > 



* 
<* 



Not so from me the busy Past is shut. ,e )* 



s^^^^mmWi 



^ 



s 




I miss, indeed, the common outward day, 
But have, within my Soul, a clearer ray, 
In which, whate'er — in long departed years — 
I saw, or acted, often re-appears, 
And not, now, faint an,d dim — as when the shine 
Of all the bright external world was mine- 
But bold and brilliant, placed in real light, 
And less, in truth, a Memory than a Sic/ht ! 

IX. 

' Tis thus, e'en now, I see that place of doom. 
With its light fading till it ends in gloom. 
I see the savage figures moving there, 
As fiercely they emerge from gloom to glare — 
Emerge in numbers more than matching those 
To whom this evening finds, or makes, them foes. 
I see th' astonished Danes ; my gaze I turn 
To where the lustres of the altar burn — 
There Guthrum, sternly poising his red brand, 
To fierce encounter animates his band ; 
Points to' the fresh stain, as an omen sure 
Of that which every foe must soon endure; 
And is himself the very first to give 
The stroke, which no man can receive and live ! 
A should— in which stern Valour's hewrt is heard— 
Shakes the vast fane, as if by earthquake stirred ; 
An answering shout return the Saxon foes, 
And the two lines in deadly conflict close J 



Pew men, perhaps, there be, who will maintain 
That bolder is the Saxon than the Dane; 
As few there are who will the converse hold. 
And say the Dane is more than Saxon 'bold. 
Once adverse races, on one soil they blend. 
And, brave alike, no more in arms contend, 
Except when, marshalled 'gainst a common foe, 
They strive which first shall deal the victor blow. 
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' Tis plain, my son, when sucli in combat stand, 

That numbers must the strife's erent command. 

Though Guthrum's falchion taught, at eTery wheel, « 

Some luckless foe the temper of its steel ; & 

And though his gallant band, with equal skill, 

And equal prowess, worked his eager will ; 

' Twas soon a certainty, that in the fray 

The Danish force fell all too fast away. 

As was my wont, I fought at Guthrum's side. 

And marked his visage as our loss he* eyed. 5 

" O'ermatched," he said, " and barred from all retreat. 

No hope remains to us but from the fleet. 

Go, signal them. No words, my friend — but fly !" 

For thus to leave him, loath, be sure, was I. 2 2 

Besides, an errand which I deemed so safe, 

A youthful warrior's mood might fairly chafe. 

Eeluotantly, with ill-dissembled wrath, 

I went ; but found that not so safe the path 

As I had deemed it. At the portal stood 

■® Armed men to bar mv exit — won with blood, 

■® ™. 

■© Theirs and my own ! — I quicklv reached the strand, ^al'^ 

-© J -i. J , ^ ji 

« And gave the signal. Fast they leaped to land ; ,,3 

-® And of our men, at least two hundred more ;^ 

-© Soon stood, in arms, along the silent shore — 

"© 

^ AH glad to quit the ships, and drowsy sea, 

•9 

-© All proud to rescue, or to die, with me ! 

« 

-© xr. 

^ We marched — ^but had not from the beach gone far, ® 

^ "When lo 1 betwixt us and the western star, 

^ A column of red light to heaven arose, 

J Lit, as it seemed to me, by Saxon foes, 

^ A beacon on some neighbouring hill-top — meant 

^ To warn the Mainland of our night-descent. 

2 But as, with rapid steps, we onward came, 

2 I soon perceived it was no beacon-flame, 
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^ But of some dread catastrophe the proof — 

K 'Twas bursting, Harold, from the Convent's roof! 

k? And ever, as our footsteps nearer drew, ^ 

¥!' The red flame brighter — broader— grander — greW; 

^ Till, in its far-shed splendour, visible lay- 

s'' The Isle, the shore, the vesstls, and the bay ! 

I saw the huge pile being thus consumed, 

And inly said — " Is Guthrum there ei^ombed ?" 

The thought was maddening ! and at bice I lost ^ 

Power o'er myself, forgot awhile my post, -'' 

And, acting most unlike a leader sage, 

Ean forth — impelled by sorrow and by rage. 

Ran forth, alone, with brimful heart and eye. 

And burning to avenge him or to die 1 

Again I hurried to the postern door, 

"Whence I had cut my way not long before. 

p' The guards were dead ; but out a blast there broke, 

^ Tull in my face, of mingled fire and smoke ! 

^ , . . . 

jjj Twas with a sinking heart I backward drew ; 

For I believed its dark foreboding true, 
K' And that beneath the rapid flames had fc[uailed 

Alike the brave Assailants and th' Assailed ! 
J' And Guthrum — he — my generous Prince — my friend I 

But could such hero thus have met his' end? 

The doubt inspired a hope. With lightened mind, 

I turned away, the Convent's front to find ; •§, 

And gaining that, with pleasure I perceived 

My frantic error had been well retrieved. 
^ I heard my followers, heard their measured tread ; 

^ Next moment, I was marching at their head; ^ 

^ Another, and my voice the order gave ^ 

■*^ With me to enter — to avenge, or save I ^ 



But scarcely had the order been addressed, ^^'lA 

When — like a torrent between rocks compressed, 
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<~ That now made victors of his gallaal baud ; 

^ For wearied, as they were, by lengthened fight, 

« And daunted by th' approach of unworn might, 

® It needed little but our onset-shout, 

g To put the Saxon remnant to the rout. 

^ Scarcely pursued, the guardians fled;apace, 

« And left the Danes the masters of a place 

In which the Fire-Fiend held his burning throne, 
And wielded there a power that dwarfed our own ! 

xm. 
Guthrum approached me now, with sheathed brand. 
Expressed a warrior's thanks, and grasped my hand ; 
And scarce Ms gratitude had ceased to speak, 
"When all were startled by a piercing shriek ; 
But whence it came we knew not. One averred 
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Which toils and struggles, for a time in vain. 
Free course and outlet for its waves to gain — 
Along the vaulted passage to the door 
I saw the tide of conflict wildly pour ; 
Pour with the torrent's rage, the torrent's din, 
Its motions reddened by the blaze within I U 

The Danes came first ; but, coming, -backward stepped, 
And still their pressing foe at sword-point kept, 
And when at last they gained the outer space. 
Formed, and still met them bravely, face to face, 
Receding, but with step deliberate, slow. 
And with strong arm returning blow for blow. 
I saw my Guthrum, firm and undismayed. 
Wielding, with scarce less might, his battle-blade, 
And though with force diminished, cheering on 
His men — ^when Hope itself was all but gone. 
^•S Brave heart ! he dreamed not of the 'Strength at hand J ^ 



I 

a, 



I 



« 



It was some suffocating wretch we h^ard, * 



a. 



^ Who, left upon the bloody floor to die, 

d Had given his death-pang utterance in that ciy ! ^ 
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Surmised another that, in sorrow drowned, ^ ^ 

The Fathers walked the burning walls around, ^ 

And one of them might, haply — in that brief * 

And fearful outburst — have expressed his grief. J 

But I had caught with more experienced ear, J 
The source and meaning of that sound of fear. 



I knew the voice was Woman's ! And I knew, * 

If half that I had heard of monks was true, * 

To find within a Convent's hallowed wall * 

A lovely damosel, were marvel small. * 

But no light fancy, in that awful hour, * 

Held o'er my bosom e'en a moment's power ; * 
Nought but that instinct — human life to save — 



* 



* 
* 



■«■ 



"Which moves the basest, but commands the brave. * 

<5tf" 

Along the portion yet unfired, I ran, * 

Ear bent to listen, eye awake to scan ; *i- 

But sight or sound of life, alas ! was none, t«. 

Save one distracted Monk — and only one. ^ 

*l* ziv. X 



I found the Father in the open air. 

Engaged in weeping, and, it seemed, in prayer; % 
And more by gesture than by means of speech, 

Him I contrived, at length, my quest to teach. * 

'Wildered at first the old man's looks had been, * 

But soon they bore the marks of anguish keen, * 

As if some object, near and dear, within, * 

"Were perishing through his, the Father's sin ! * 

He motioned — for it now was mine, in turn, « 

The old man's meaning by his signs to learn — * 

51^ And straightway led me to a secret door, * 

« !^ By evergreens and shrubbery covered o'er. ,% 

"* He took my hand, and, darkly entering there, * 

"We clombe what seemed a steep and spiral stair, * 

And when we had attained the highest round, 5^ 

"We paused, until a massive door he found. * 
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That opened, from the cell a dim light broke, 
0. Through the close air, and haze of searphing smoke. 

2 A single glance sufficed to prove the Monk 
^ A faithful guide. Upon the cell-floor sunk, 

A female form lay here, as if in death ; 

And there, without a movement or a breath, 

Her cheek against the flashing lattice laid — ■ 

Half stoodj and half reclined, another maid. 

Like marble bust, the latter leaned in light, 

e> As still, as beauteous, and, in truth, as white ! 

To raise them both, and both at once to bear 

» 



# 



<?> 



Down the dark windings of the same steep stair, 
S And into the fresh breeze of night at length— 

But little tasked my early manhood's strength. 

To place them on the greensward, far away 
^ ^ Prom the flame's risk, and yet within its ray, 

* That the good Father might employ his skill 

f Sense to restore — was task more easy still. 



* O'er them I stood, and blessed the welcome blaze 






^ That gave, by fits, the Eescued to my gAze ! 



* 



XT. 



^ A Maiden bom to rank of high degree, 

Her costly garments showed the one to be; 



. WT rpjjg other's neat simplicity of dress 

^ S Might her poor Follower's lowly state express. 

% When breathed on by the air, the latter soon 

^ Recovered from her deep and death-like swoon ; 

^ 'Twas somewhat longer, ere the Lady broke 

The fetter of the trance, and slowly woke. 

# At length, my son, I saw returning Ufe'^r- 
Scarce yet triumphant in the dubious strife — 
Eetuming colour gradually shed 

# Through the cheek's whiteness — like the dawning's red 

# Gleaming through mist-wreaths 1 and I saw her eye 



«>: Fair open on me — ^like the azure sky 
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Of morning, when the Morning Star jbearas through-^- 

The seeming spirit of the kindling blue ! 

Harold, that was a momont richly worth 

All the best moments I had passed on earth ! 

There are who tell us that true love requires 

Time and sweet intercourse to fan its fires; 

Then love, my son, was not my passion's name, 

Which, in an instant, blazed from spark to flame I 

That eye — I felt — that heavenly eye to me 

Thenceforth my Blessing or my Blight must be ! 

The Star which— o'er my ocean beaming bright — 

To wreck must lure me, or to rapture light 1 | 

XVI. 

From such emotions, new to me and strange, 

I found my spirit lapse with sudden change. 5: 

As life in her resumed its wonted swg,y. 

It ebbed from me — or seemed to ebb — away. 

My wound, unfelt while yet my blood was hot, 

And since, if felt at all, regarded not. 

Had, from the very moment it was ta'en, 

Been stealing life with slow, but ceaseless, drain. 

And now my head grew light ; I fell to ground ; t^ ii 

The sky, with all its rushing stars, went round, |? 

And whirled to utter darkness ! As I sunk, 

I had some glimpses of the black-robed Monk, 

And eke a vague impression of a new 

And numerous force of enemies in view. 

The last remembered sounds my ear cpnveyed, 

Were those of onslaught furiously made. 

Then seemed it me, that people gathered round. 

Who softly touched, and raised me from the ground; 

Gently they raised me, tenderly they bore 

Away — away. I heard and felt no more. 
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* «* ^ 

g NOTES. t 

e> ^ The soldiers of each fleet obeyed in general one ehief, whose vessel 

* was distinguished from the rest. He could guide his vessel as the good '2 
horseman his steed; he was initiated in the science of the runes; he ,r^ 

^ knew the mystic characters which, engraved upsn swords, secured the -m 

<}> victory, and those which, inscribed on the poop and on the oars, pre- '■* 

served vessels from shipwreck. — Thierry's Norman Conquest.- The "* 

name of the Danish leader is variously spelt^Guthrum, Guthrun, 5 

Godrun. I am reminded by my friend Mr. Pollaud, of the Audit .cj 

^ Office, that there is a street in York which still retains his name, beiug '4 ^ 

ft called Guthrum-Gate. *"8 X 

^<% ijj 

" The roan-tree, or mountain ash, was deemed an infallible charm .<5 C 

against the power of demons. In the old Ballad of " The Laidley iS y, 

worm," Childe Wynde's ship had a ' mast of rowan-tree.' "^ ^ 

•^ \i 

^ The Danes, on landing, imfurled a mystic standard. It was a flag ^a C 

fl) of white sUk, in the centre of which appeared the black fig'ire of a "^ V 

* Raven, with open beak and outspread wings ; three of King Swen's i* Y 



* 



^ sisters had worked it in one night, accompanying their labour with ^2 

^ magic songs and gestures. It was supposed to indicate, by its motions, .^ 

''%, the direction in which a successful adventure "might be made. — «8 

» Thierry's Norman Conquest. -^ 

■ff, * Their oflfensive weapons were commonly the bow and arrows, the rg 

i8> battleaxe, and the sword. Of their defensive armour, the shield or 

* buckler was the chief. This most commonly was of wood, bark, or 
^ leather. It was generally of a long oval form, just the height of the 
S bearer. It was not without its use even in naval encounters ; for if . ^ 
^ the fear of falling into their enemies's hands obliged one of the war- '<8 
» riors to cast himself into the sea, he could easily escape by swimming "4 

* upon his buclder. — Mallet's Northern Antiquities^ "^ 

!^ * They (the poets) were more especially honoured and carressed at '<^ 

the courts of those princes, who distinguished themselves by their «8 

*■ great actions and passion for glory. Such princes never set out on any '** 

S considerable expedition without some of thera in their train. — Ibid. ,^ 

j4> ^ The venerable remains of the celebrated fortress of Barpborough '*9 

i* Castle stand on the crown of a high rock, triangular in figure, one of '** 



'<* 



the points projecting into the German Ocean; Holy Island, or ,^ 

j^ more properly Lindisfame, which is situated a few miles north of ■■•^ 

^ Bamborough, is called by Bede a semi-island, being twice an island '^ 

J* and twice a continent in one day ; for at the flowing of the tide, it is 



* encompassed by water ; and at the ebb, there is an almost dry passage |2 

to and from the mainland. St. Aidan was the founder of the Monas- ^, 

tery. — Histoty of Northumberland. <^. 
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ia i^^ b Y whom — or wMther — I was borne away ; 

IS^^Pl ■'^^^ \'iri% deToid of consciousness I lay ; 

'®=?sr^ And where I was, when feeling' siight again 
Came back into the chambers of my brain ; 
Were mysteries ! and no living creature by, 
Appeared to give to questioning reply. 
Ifathless, I did not feel abandoned all : 
The light that glimmered through the lattice small, 
Made me, by slow degrees indeed, aware 
Of some one's rude, but not unkindly, oare. 
True, I was in a rustic hut ; I saw 
The walls were built of turf, the roof was straw ; 
And yet not comfortless its aspect seemed— 
Piled on the hearth, a fire of branches gleamed ; 
And my low couch, of mouutain heather made, 
. Was softly strewn, and had been freshly laid ; 
While various skins, with all their shagg;y hair, 
Spread o'er it, fenced me from each blast of air. 
The garb that I had worn, was near me flung ; 
The sword that I had wielded, safely hiing ; 
My wound, too, as I shortly after found. 
By skilful leech-craft had been dressed and bound. 
And all were tokens that appeared to show 
I was, at least, not treated like a foe. 

II. 
But where then was I ? Was I bound. or free ? 
I started from my lowly couch to see. 
A thoughtless act ! which scarce allowed me time 
To gaze on mountains, wild, and white with rime, 
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W- And on a frost-fog, which was curling then 4* 

<*• Up to the brilliant sunshine from the elen — * 

^ .... •& 

" For Spring, although arrived, was timid still, <^ 

^ And scared by "Winter from his yet-claimed hill, .^ 

Of that wild scene brief glimpse did I obtain, a, 

^ When darkness fell once more upon my brain, ^ 

% And in this second trance, if minutes flew, ^ 

^ If hours, or days, went by — I nothing knew. | 



* * I woke again, awoke aU faint and weak, 

* * Dreaming I heard soft voices near me speak 1 



<ylA 



* I listened , gently oped the hut's sole door ; "* 

* And a sweet Vision graced the sunny floor. ^ 
<* III. "^ 

<3t «> Before me stood a Maiden, young and fair, 

^ * With bright-black eyes, and eke with bright-black hair; 4^ 

» With cheeks that bore the heath-bell's softest tint, 4 



% Such ever may be seen, fresh, blooming, sweet, | 

j. * When at the dance the village damsttls meet; ^ 

* Such ever reap, in harvest's merry tide, ^ 






a. And lips where Love might purest kiss imprint ! ^ 

fl5 Her graceful figure — neither low nor tail — ^ 

* Was something slender, yet was fuirwithal. ^ 






^ The yellow fields that smile by fair Tweedside I 

■* But something sweeter in that Maiden's face, ^ 

<& <*■ Than e'en its nameless charm and nalive grace, "8 

<& A 4» 

4^ <& I saw, and prized. It was the kind .concern, <i» 

-*' -A <^ 

«> The doubtful, anxious glance, that sought to learn ^ 



* 



* Whether the change, which now in me appeared, 

^ Was that she hoped for, or was that she feared. 

ft From those sweet signs, I then, and rightly, guessed ^ 



4> ^ This Maid had been the Watcher o'er my rest, 

2 To whom, since that wild night of flame and strife, ^ 

!S ^ I doubtless owed that I was still in life; "J & 

^ And, deeply grateful for so kind a part, *|^ 

■* I would have uttered what I felt at heart; -^ f 

* s 
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But she, with finger pressed upon her lip, 

Forbade itie; and away I saw her trip. 

A shadow seemed on all things roun<i to fall, 

When she withdrew; but light came back to all 

With her return! And soon the Maiden brought. 

With smiles, the medicine which the Leech had sought 

(As afterwards she often used to tell) 

Oa moor and moss, by river and by fell — 

A precious compound! which, his science told, 

Infused new blood, or purified the old. 

IV. 

New blood — at leaat new strength — -there daily came. 
By felt degrees, into my languid frame; 

But well I weened the strength or bjood, conveyed, ^^ 

Less from the Medicine came, than from the Maid, ?- 

From whose bright aspect and demeknour kind, |5 
A light began to dawn upon my mind — 

A light by which my fancy had full scope || 

To frame the visions ever dear to Hope ! |? 

That evening's strange adventures I recalled, 1= 

When, more than foemen, had the flames appalled, h 

The fight — the rescue — and at last the gaze S; 

On those fair features brightened by^fhe blaze — ^ 

Until the moment when on earth I sunk, ->] 

Exhausted, down beside the black-robed Monk. f; 

"If," thus I tried to reason, "I had been, ^) 

By my own friends, borne senseless from the scene, Jj 
They would have doubtless borne me to the strand, 

Nor left their Leader on a hostile land — %i 

I should not in a stranger's hut have lain, ^< 

But in my vessel, and upon the main. § 

Or if — provoked by holy treasure lost — ■ p 

Guthrum had inland led his Danish host, |r 

And brought me with him, — would my Guthrum not ^ || 
Ere this, have visited his kinsman's cot?" 
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^ 'Twas mystery all ! — I then recalled the sight ^ 

^ Of the fresh warriors that renewed the fight : 

^ " Those warriors niust have Saxon been, and who .^ 

^ Can prove to me they were not victors too ? ,^ 

^ But if they were, then whence — I fain would know — '* 

!* Sprung all this care of me, their deadly foe ? *? 



«^ (* Delicious, but O most presumptuous thought ! ,* 

>^ Had that fair Lady's intercession wrought ^ 

fB- In my behalf? And do I — can I err ? "* 

* This was the Maiden I had saved with her !" ■* 
Se> '•* 

* V. "^ 
^ . * 
J* Impatience all, the truth to ascertain, '<* 

I would have tried my power of speeeh again, '*9 






But, as before, the Maiden's finger-tip, 
^ Imposing silence, pressed her rosy lip. 



■« 



* 



*! ^ My Danish ire was roused. The Maid perceived .<* 

The angry feeling, and, I saw, was grieved. '.^ 

^ She gently pressed my hand, she did not speak, ..^ 

* Save by a tear that trickled down her cheek ! 
^ On this my heart my conduct 'gan upbraid — !^ 

" Wretch ! this poor girl may be a Saxon Maid, ^ 

>* And if she is of Saxon lineage sprung, ^^ 

^ How should she comprehend thy Danish tongue ?'" '^ 

f- I begged the Maid's forgiveness with mine eye, * 

>» And the sweet girl forgave me — with a sigh ! ^ 

* VI. ■'» 
'/» . "* 
!* I smiled — and vet was deeply vexed-^to think •'» 

fi) No power I had to seize a single Imk ■'» 

>8> . Of that chain, whosu unwinding was fo guide 

^ My future steps to ruin or a bride, 5^ 

j^ Unless my young attendant first could'teach <a< 

^ Her invalid the use of Saxon speech, 



;|^ Or I initiate that attendant young 

Into the mysteries of the Danish tongue; 
* And either, Harold, seemed to me a feat *SS 

Less easy than a host, in arms, to meet. 
2x 
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Judge then my wonder, and conceive niy= joy, 
To hear the Maiden Danish terms employ ! 
Imperfect, it is true, but how dear 
The unexpected accents to my ear ! 

vn. 
" The Leech's charge was strict," the Maiden said, 
" That 1 should keep thee quiet, and in bed, 
Prom aught that might awake emotion deep. 
In one whose only need is rest and sleep. 
And I, otedient to his uttered will. 
Have kept thee so, and so would keep thee still. 
But thou didst save me ! thine the daring hand 
That from the very burning plucked the brand I 
And God, who died for us upon the tree, 
(The Maiden crossed herself) my witness be ! 
I would do aught, so that it harm thee ;iot, 
Do aught to soothe or cheer thy hapless lot ! 
Assured that, do for thee whate'er I may, 
1 never can that gallant deed repay, 

vni. 
" To tell, e'en now, in thine impatient ear, ■ 
The narrative that thou wouldst gladly: hear. 
To me were task most sweet 1 But of the taile 
A part, at least, I've sworn from thee to veil; 
And thou, in turn, must pledge to me thy troth, 
Never to tempt me from my taken oath." 
" I will — I do — by Wodkn ! " I replied. 
" Oh, thou art Pagan still," she said, and sighed. 
" That "Woden was, I know, my father's god. 
Until upon our English soil he trod, 
. "Where he imbibed the beautiful, the good. 
The pure religion of the blessed Rood.'' 
" Thy sire was, then, a Danish man? " I said, 
" He was ; and I am half a Danish maid ! 
Like thee, my father crossed the bounding main. 
In quest of glory, and, no doubt, of gain 
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But being taken in a skirmish, he ® 

«, ,, Was here detained in sad captivity — - 9 

® * . . . . 'St 

■® To which, in lapse of time, grown reconciled, # 

He wedded, and you see his single child, 

® Who, certes, little thought, when oft she hung, 

In playful girlhood, on her father's tongue, 

That the few words her young attention caught, # 

Would ever serve a iJanish Captive aught." @ 
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A place of rest and safety to provide ; 
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IX. .J 



" I am a Captive then ? " " Alas, thou art ! 

« And bitter, truly, is the Captive's part. 

But touch not that forbidden theme ! Enough; 

Kg At least thy gaoler is not stern or robgh." Ij 

" Kind gaoler thou ! May not thy Captive claim J 

To know his young and lovely gaoler's name ? " '^ 

" They call me Bertha," quickly answered she ; 
" My father chose the name, and gave it me, 
Because 'twas that his aged mother bore. 
Who pined away, for him, on Denmark's shore." 

S " Then, dearest Bertha, not to touch thy vow, 

* O tell me all thou canst- — and tell it now ! " 

® The Maiden seated her my couch beside, -j 






<® 



And kindly thus with my request complied 

X. 

" Ask not of me the rank, or e'en the name, 

Of her you rescued from the Convent's flame ; ® 

Let it suffice thee, if I say, in brief, 

She claims some kindred with the Earl or Chief, 5 

« Who, underneath King Alfred's high command, 

« Now rules the kingdom of Northumbeeland — ^ 

Important charge ! which, stretching many a league, J 

Demands incessant action and fatigue. 

Warriors the vigil and the march may bear, 

But ill they suit the delicate and fair. 
J This felt the J5arl, and often had he tried ,^^ 






&^W^W€^M^i^^t>ii^<k^^^'h^ii^^'k^k<b^ 




y 






And so alas ! it chanced, we came the i while 

Nigh to the Convent of the Holy Isle ; 

Which seemed to promise, with its ample guard, 

A brief asylum for his lovely "Ward. 

He took us thither in a luckless hour? 

He saw ua placed in fair and fitting bower ; 

But in the Convent he short space remained; 

The monks scarce knew the gentle guest they gained; 

One only learned the Lady's rank, and he 

Was the good Abbot — whom I saw with thee. 

XI. 

" The Chief of us had taken hasty leay^ ; 

The Convent bell had tolled the hour bf eve ; 

The eve was slowly fading into night ; 

And we sat, pensive, by our lonely light ; 

When rose that mingled sound, whose itaport dread 

Our conscious hearts at once interpreted — 

For often had we listened to, ere theuj 

The fearful clangour of encountering ihen. 

To which no ear hath ever listened yet, 

That can mistake it, or that will forget ! 

High-born and proud, the Lady bent to hear 

With more by far of wonder than of fear ; 

In undisguised alarm / held my breath, 

And drank in every tone that told of death ! 

I've heard of men, on whom the watching snake 

Had fixed a bright eye from the forest brake. 

Who thereby have been drawn — allured — compelled — 

T' approach the object, though with dread beheld. 

E'en thus I felt me drawn, by mortal fear. 

To look on that which scarce I bore to hear. 

I saw — I hardly ffa%ed, for what I saw. 

With shriek on shriek, compelled me to withdraw ! 

I single light beside a column burned — 

That in my hasty flight I overturned, 



s% 



I 



I 



i 



% 



i 



s< 



329 »> 

I 
Nor paused to notice if the falling ffame, ?! 

In its descent, extinct or not became. h 

Alas ! that oversight was error dire, ^ 

Which gave — who knows ? — the Convent up to fire. % 

XII. S 

" The Lady's cell regained, what I had seen, % 

At once she read in my distracted mien ; ^ 

And having lost aU power of utterance, I, S 

By silent signs, implored her thence 'to fly. 

But all my efforts were in vain, until 

Thick, smouldering smoke began the place to fill ; 

"When — all too late — to make escape we tried. 

Descending stair, and threading passage wide. 

g God ! the passage into which we came, 

^ Blazed fiercely with unpenetrable flame ! 

Then sank at last the strength which seemed divine. 
And left her spirit's nerve as weak as mine. 
Backward she rushed, her cell again to seek. 
And spoke her terror in one long, loild shriek. 

! all to me is blank, that shriek be'tween. 
And my awakeniug on the Abbey Gieen." § 

XIII. 

" But then— what followed then ?" I wildly cried, | 

Mad with impatience. "0 be calm 1" repHed ^ 

The Maid, "or I must stop. The skilful leech"— I 

" tell me not of him ! E«sume thy speech !" % 

" I marked thy sudden fall ; I thought thee dead ; a 

1 saw the Abbot hold thy drooping head ; S 
I heard the moan my gentle Lady gave, S 
As forth she faltered — ' Save his life ! save !" « 
" Did she ?" I inly cried, with bounding soul ; ^ 
But on my tongue I kept a firm control. 
" 'Twas then, among the band of Danish foes, 
A sudden clamour and conmiotion rose ; 
A hasty battle -liue I saw them form. 
As if preparing for a coming storm ; 
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* * 

^ And pressing, certes, soon appeared the need ^ 

* Of all their preparation and its speed ! ^ 

* The Chief, arrested by the flahiing pile, * 



* Had, fearing for his Ward, regained the Isle ; * 

And he it was who, with a numerous train, * 



* ^ Tinged hy the blaze, the struggling warriors then =«■ 



* 

* 

* 
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* 
«- 
* 
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* 
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* I saw dark figures — struggling — striking-^-urge 

» Pursuit and vengeance to the ocean's verge ! * 



* I heard — or deemed I heard — the plunge and moan 

* Of hapless men into the waters thro'wn, 



* 



* 
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ft Had now arrived before the burning fane. * 



At once his martial band their weapons drew, * 



ft And on the Danes with headlong fury ilew. « 



* 



fo To me seemed more like demons than like men ! ^ 

xrv. * 



" Thy countrymen gave way. Porgive, if I i^j- 

Confess the truth, that then, without a sigh, eg. 

* I saw thy Danish friends, man after man, • ^ 

* O'ertaken and cut down, as forth they ran. eg. 

ft 
ft 



* The Moon now rose above the silver sea, ^ 

* And, all betwixt her broad, bright orb and me, ^ 



* 



-ft And the exulting cry that came from those * 

* Who had regained their ships in spite of foes ! * 

Then all grew hushed. Each loosened sail, outspread, 



Caught from the dying flames their faintest red, « 



<* 



-ftj Caught from the risen Moon her softest white — ■ « 



* 



« !g, And the fleet calmly sailed away in light !" — * * 

* " Then some, at least, survive the f^tal day," eg 

I inly reasoned, " and my Gu thrum -may. 






<s '^ But why not signal give with voice, or hand, ^ 



* And call fresh numbers to assist his band ? * 

ft I* 

* And wherefore sprung not these, uncalled, ashore, * 



* To check the slaughter, if they could no more ? * 
-»> Doubtless, because the spoil for which they came, * 

* AU knew, had perished in the Convent's flame, « 
ft ; 1- ' ^ 

* ft ca- 

* ft « 
ft <tj 

* ft « 

* * « 

* ft * 

******'*¥**'***************************************'*' 
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■«■ 

fs, "Who fight for glory, but for booty too !" % 

ft- 



J The Maid resumed j " Back came the victor CHiief, !| 

*■ And, touching thee, to us put question brief ** 



•# 






And nothing, now, remained for men to do. 



XV. 



"Who in the combat had been captive ta'en. 



<» 



J The Lady's answer was so softly made, ■* 

•3} fr I could but guess the meaning it conveyed, ■* 

# fi> By what thereto succeeded. As she spoke, -f ^ 

# #■ He from his shoulders stripped his martial cloak, -^ 4. 
ft- And four, the stoutest of his train, he told <=i ^ 
fr To place thee softly in its ample fold, % % 
ft- And bear thee forth. It chanced that then a Dane, -^ f 



ft- 

ft. Was brought into his presence. Him he bade ^ 

"^ ^ Thy visage note. Downcast at first, and sad, ^ ^ 

'i ^ I saw the man extreme surprise evince 'f 

^ J To recognise his dead, or dying PfinrcE ! ^ 

J; ^ For so the captive styled thee. I perceived ^* 

^ The Chief was not by this discovery grieved ; ^ 

ft- But rather seemed it me that, after this, * 

fe . -^ w 

ft- "With more of energy and emphasis, ■■!* g, 

e> The Earl commanded his attendants there 4 

e> . -fj 

& . To treat their noble charge with gentlest care, •-:* 

^ • '^ 

And resting — ^when and where was need — an hour, <i> 

^ fe To bring thee safely to his Mountain Tower, 

■a- " 



■1» 
t ft 



ft. 






"Where, placed in hut from noise and tumult free, i^ g| 

Bertha, he added, should attend on thee. <^ 

fi. My simple tale is done. Here thou hast lain, . % 

* For days and days, delirium in thy brain ! 

But thanks to Holy Mary, mother mild, 

"Who hath, in answer to her asking child, 
ft Restored to thee, in part at least, thy health — 

f A blissful change ! to Bertha more th^n wealth !" 

ft- xvr. y 

ft. The kindly Maiden, pausing, dropped a tear ; <^ 

ft- - . 'H 

ft. And if, in then returning thanks sincere, ct 

ft- ^-f 

ft. <a- 

., ft- ■» 

t ^ * ^ 
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My harder eye was wet, — thou mayst believe, 

I did not Harold, therefore blush or grieve ! 

" Am I, then, near the Chieftain's mountain hold?" 

" Thou art," she answered, " and I might have told 

That scarcely ever passed a day, but he 

Or came himself, or sent, to hear of thee, 

Till called away by other cares, which still 

Detain his footsteps from this Northern hiU. 

And She thou loveat — ^pr'ythee, do not start ! 

The humble Bertha knows thy inmost heart ; 

Its throbs she heard, its every thought she read. 

When daily watching by thy fevered bed ; 

And soothly knows she, but none else wUl tell. 

Thou lovest her !— I would that half so well 

Some one loved Bertha !" — (This the simple Maid 

Said playfully, yet somewhat sadly said) — 

" She too hath often come, hath watcfied with me, 

And, wondering, listened to thy reverie, 

But little understood it." " Then," I said, 

" Those visits kind may still, perchance, be paid, 

And how to her shall I my mind make known, 

Who can no language speak, except my own ? 

I have it! Bertha shall my teacher be ; 

The Saxon language I will learn from thee ; 

And if it give to every tone of mine 

But half the magic which it gains from thine. 

Bertha ! who knows, but I in time may woo 

A Saxon Maiden, and may win her too, 

As did thy sire?" The blushing Maid's reply 

To this, was prefaced with a deeper sigh ; 

But instantly, as by an effort, she 

Eesumed her wonted, native gaiety. 

XVII. 
"If thou art apt," she archly said, "njy skill 
Shall quickly find thee words to use at wiU ; 
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NOTE. 
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For well and sooth our Saxon proverbs teach — 

' Women have never any lack of speech.' 

Besides, I've often heard my father tell 

That the far country where, it seems, you dwell, 5 

® Is neighbour to — if it be not the same 

As that from which, at first, the Saxons came. 

And hence, he would go on, of many a word 

The sense and sound, in both tongues, so accord. 

That Dane or Saxon very soon may know, ^ 

And speak, the kindred language of his foe." 

"Then, Bertha," cried I, " we will that amend, 
2 Since I shall learn it, not of foe, but friend !" 

XVIII. 

I found it as the Maiden's sire had said — 
A common origin the tongues displayed ; 
Alike in both the trunk, the same the roots, 
They varied only in the spreading shoots. 
And such the Teacher's, such the Pupil's zeal, 
Ere many suns were o'er us found to steal, 2 

I had the pleasure, and received the praise, 
^ Of mastering many a Saxon word add phrase. 

Sweet teachings those ! that lowly hut our home, 
I seldom had a wish or thought to roam ; 
Though when my wound permitted me to stir, 
I gladly walked along the hills with her. 
And learned, by other sounds, or words, to name 
Whate'er within our scope of vision came. 
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' There can be no doubt that the Saxon and Danish tongues were origin- '® 

ally 8imUar, or the same. But when it is remembered that some four 
hundred years had elapsed from the time of the Saxons being settled in 
England, to the invasion of that country by the Danes, it will, I 
think, be admitted that sufficient changes would in the interim 
have taken place in both dialects, to render unintelligible — or nearly so — 
a Dane to a Saxon, aaimce versa The present dialect of Yorkshire, 
for instance, is essentially the same that is now spoken in the county of 
Northumberland ; and yet so differently are the same words pronounced 
in those parts respectively, that a Northumbrian has considerable difficulty 
to understand a Yorkshireman who speaks his native patois in its puritv. 
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CA^^TO III. 



"^SlPPKlNG was full Queen — her beautiful domain 
^,n Comprising mountain now, as well as plain. 

~ Bertha and I stood on that green hill-side, 

Where stood the cottage, one sweet morning tide, 

And gazed with pleasure on a hundred hills — 

The nearest green, and streaked with glittering rills ; 

The farther distant bleak, of wilder forms, 

And trenched and furrowed by a thousand storms ; 

While One, that towered on high above the rest, 

Had a deep gash upon its ample breast, 

In which a wreath of lingering snow still shorn — 

The single relic of the winter gone ! 

Which seemed, in my desponding moods, to be 

Left by its false, or happier friends — ]i\e me — 

Conspicuous, lying there day after day, 

And slowly wasting, in its place, away: ! 

Fair were those hills, and still they looked sublime, 

Although no longer in the garb of rime"; 

J'air were those glens, that deeply wound below, 

Still white — but white witli daisies, not with snow ; 

And fair those streams, that lav as smooth as glass, 

Eefleoting banks of broom, and hills of grass ! 

ir, 
"These Mountains wild," began the Maiden, " claim. 
Each for itself, a separate local name. 
We stand on Lanton Hill. Not far behind, 
The verdant Howsden wooS the summer wind. 
That mountain, with its three wild peaks, before, 
Is styled by dwellers near it, Newton lorr. 
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Tho oak-clad ridges, there, of Ateld. swell, 
Aad here, the softer slopes of Yevering Bell. 
While towering, yonder, with his patch of snow, 
And proudly overlooking all below. 
Is Ciletiot's mighty self, his throne' who fills — 
1'h' admitted Monarch of Northumbrian hills ! 

Two streams you see, one winding still and clear. 

The other hastening on its wild career. 
As glad yon deep and sunless glen to miss — 
The College that we call, the Beaumont this. 
Beneath that clump of trees they meet, and then 
Their mingled waters take the name of Glen — 
A humble stream 1 which yet to pio"us fame 
Is not without its pure and gentle claim. 
Por men relate, that when the Gospel-beam 
Began at first across the land to stream, 
A hundred Saxon converts, in one day. 
Washed in its tide their crimson sins away ; 
While angel-bands, revealed to mortal sight, 
From cloud and mountain watched lie sacred rite ! ' 

III. 
" On Glen's fair bank stands Coupland's massive Tower — ^ 
Yonder you see its darksome turrets-.lour ! 
There makes the Chief, when in the ^orth, his stay. 
And mark you not yon modest structure gray ? 
It is an ancient ' church.' Around it wave 
Green yews on many a peasant's lowly ' grave' — 
So call we man's last resting-place, the still 
And certain refuge from all earthly ill ! 
The graceful shrubs that — tall, and close, and rank — 
Extend along the Beaumont's northern bank. 
And gaily clothe it with their yellow bloom — 
These graceful shrubs are, in our language, ' broom.' 
This plant, of many branches on a stem, 
And each branch crested with a purple gem, 
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Whioli, armed and plumed, like a "Warrior stands — 
We call a ' thistle.' This the tenderest hands 
May grasp, although its shape and colour strike 
As being to the others not unlike. 
It hath no n:ime I wot of ; but, above 
The rest, it should be styled ' The flower of love' ; 
For 'tis to it the wondrous spells belbng, 
"Which thus some bard hath worked into a song : 




^m%. 



THE FLOWEH OP lOVE. 

Young Wadda, on a summer's eve. 

The maid he long had wooed, addressed : 
' See ! I these flowers of bloom bereave, 

And put them underneath my vest. 
The first shall bear thy name, 'tis meet ; 
^-g, The other that of Edith Bain ! 

^ * And wont the morning, love, he, sweet, 

That sees one relic bud again ?' 

They parted — as young lovers part, 

"With many a last good night and kiss ; 

And each went home, with lightened heart, 
4-|^ To dream a dream of love and bliss. 

Yet her heart was not happy quite ; 
She pondered on those flowerets twain ; 

And oft the maiden said, that nfght, 
' ! which of them will bud again ?' 

Next morning to her cot he hied : 

' Come, guess on wliich the bloom's begun !' 

' I nothing care,' she archly cried, 
So Edith Bain's be not the one !' 
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8> •&; 

He caught her in his arms. ' "We meet, ^ 
Life-wedded by this token plain ! , ^ 

And is not, love, the morning; sweet, S 

^ That sees the relic bud again ?' 2 

V ' "*! 

The Maiden, having sung her simple lay, ^ 

I Two flowers selected ; cut the blootn away ; ^|8. 

8> Then bade me place them ' underneath my vest,' "*< g. 

To represent the two I loved the best, •■<*! 



e> 






When the Eedeemer deigned to visit earth, 



His peaceful way with peaceful palips bestrewed — 
Eode humbly thus, and carried in has hand 
5 A simple mountain fern, instead of wand ! 

The shoulders of the creature, some discern, 
Still bear the figure of the honoured fern, 
As if He claimed, by that transmitted grace. 
Our care and kindness for the patient race. 
2z 






"I know," she said, " the favourite of ' the twain.' 

8> But have a doubt that that will ' bud again !' '<6< 

But to my task." She stooped, and hand and foot "9< 

^ Employed to pluck a wilding from the root — •^ 

" This is the ' mountain fem,' of which they say' .«; 

It had high honour in the olden day. ^ 

Its root still bears the marks thereof, indeed, ^ 
g, But those our learned clerks alone can read. 

8> 

^ And, though divine, to be of mortal birth, "^^^ 



B> 



e> 



g, iiMU, LllUUgU UIVIJIC, 1.U UC UJ. MlUl Lai UliUU, .g, 

^ Lowly and meek of heart, on foot he trod ; ^ 

* In all his blameless life, but once he rode, "^ 



And then no stately chariot marked his pride, ^ 

|k; .t .... .,..., r — ,. „...,.. ,.....„... ^1* 

<s( B- That day, the Porm of the Incaenaie God ! ^ g, 

■* And He — the kind, the tender-bosomed One — <s<|j; 

He — who inflicted pain or ill on none — •&{ 

He — while the vast, adoring multitude <a( 
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Alas the while ! like many more of His, 
That gentle claim by man neglected is!" 

VI. 

Thus ran the Maiden on — describing still 
Each object seen, or met with, on the hill. 
And ever intermingling fancy meet, 
Or legend, like her nature, simply sweet. 
" Bertha !" I cried, " thou art a kindly elf, 
And framest all thy legends like thyself! 
I would repay thee ; for I too full well 
The native legends of my land could tell. 
But most of them are of a nature stern — 
Unlike thy story of the mountain fern. 
In sooth, the meek god whom thy tale describes, 
"Would little suit our roving Northern 'tribes ! 
Almighty Woden,* when on earth alive, 
In glorious battle ever loved to strive ; 
And still, high-seated in Valhalla, saves 
The richest draught for him who nobly braves 
Death on the field of heroes, and who goes 
Most deeply crimsoned with the blood of foes ! 
He, when the iron ranks of war we pierce, 
Breathes into every breast his spirit fierce. 
Till — filled with his divine, inspiring breath — 
We mock at suffering, we exult in death, 
And, proudly passing from the field of fame, 
Join the Immobtal whence our valour came, 
And, ever in the god's own presence there. 
By turns the battle and the banquet share 1 
But — there no longer ranked with mortal men — 
Om- daily battles will be pastime then ', 
Then will our nightly banquets have a zest 
No earthly banquets ever yet possessed ; 
For we shall quafi' from out Valhalla's horn 
Mead-draughts immortal — pure as dews of morn ! 
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Such glorious god, such future life, 'be mine !— 
Yet, lovely Bertha, I would hear of thine." 

yii. 
" Alas," said Bertha, " very ill would be 
The spell of God set forth, if done by me.^ 2 

* Per speU indeed it is, a potent charm 

All-ghastly Death of terror to disarm. 
And change the Spectre to a Seraph bright 
That opes to us the gates of Heaven and Light ! 
Yet it is simple too ; and since ^uu ask, t« 

To try to tell it will be pleasing task. <« 

— Eut first, no god of wood or stone have we, ■im 

No Idol own, no local Deity. ^ 

He whom we worship, fills unbounded space ; -js 

He fixed the stedfast Cheviots m their place ; 
Streams, small or great, took currents from his hand ; 
The winding Beaumont flowed at his command. 
He made the Sun. Yon azure Sky above '3 ■< 

Is the blue curtain woven by his love — 

Spread o'er the world by day, and, in the night, ^ < 

Besprinkled with his thousand stars of light. 
He formed the Moon; and, what m,ay seem to thee 
A greater proof of power, he formed the Sea — 
Which, though 'tis able to engulph in brine 
Ten thousand fleets as numerous as thine. 
Fills not the hollow of the Mighty Hand 
That fixed its boundaries, and curved its strand ! " 

VIII. 

Then did she teU how M./i.s he made — in mind 
Fair as the universe for him designed ; 
-© And how man turned aside, and, in "brief time. 

Fell from his state of purity to crime ; 
How blood — ^how kindred blood — for vengeance cried. 
And how with blood the very earth .was dyed ; 
Till God grew weary of a stubborn race 
That lived to grieve his soul, and scorn his grace. 
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How then the world he drowned, but saved a few 
By whom was peopled all the earth anew ; 
And how the second race, still self-accursed, 
Were soon as wicked as had been the first. 
Again did kindred blood for vengeance cry, — 
But there was Mercy this time in the sky ! 
"The Son of God," she said, "his Only Son, 
His Son Beloved, and with the Father One, 
Came down into the guilty world, was born 
Of WoMAir — (still on every Christmas mom 
We celebrate that birth ; you Danish men 
Call the same season Yule, and revel then. 
Profaning the good time) — To men he showed 
The way of life, the certain path to God. 
The men he would have taught and saved, ingrate, 
Eeturned him boundless scorn and bitter hate ; 
His pure and priceless gold accounted dross. 
And seized and nailed him to the felon's Cross ! 
— Eclipse and earthquake, in his dying hour. 
Marked the sad triumph of the Evil* Power ; 
The sickening Sun beheld the tragic spot, 
Beheld and trembled — madmen trembled not ! 

IX. 

" The Tomb received the Saviour's relics cold, 
The Tomb received them — but it could not hold ! 
On the third morn, before the day-light broke, 
Self-animated, as from sleep, he wote 1 
Self-raised, he rose ! He rose, as all the wise 
Who place in him their trust, shall one day rise ! 
— Two women who, before his death, had hung 
Oft on the music of his heavenly tongue. 
Sought, while it yet was dark, the Sacred Tomb, 
Laden with spices rich, and sweet perfume. 
His body to annoint. They came, they saw — 
Not the dear corpse they sought, but, .filled with awe, 
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Beheld, instead, two angels, by the light 
Of their own raiment, which was flowing white 
And glistering — flowing over form aM limb- 
To which the whiteness of yon snow is dim ! 
' "Wherefore seek ye,' the shining Angels said, 
' The Living here where only dwell the Dead ? 
Lo, He is risen ! ' — In fear the women turned, 
Trembliag, away ; when He whose death they mourned, 
Stood, as in life, before them ! living, stood. 
Himself, a breathing form of flesh and blood ! 

Nor hut to them did he in life appear ; 

He talked with others who had loved him here ; 
Showed them how Heaven, by virtue of his death, 

I "Was made, to man, accessible through Faith ; 

And bade them bear the glorious tidings forth 
To every quarter of the peopled earth ! 

Then in their sight, and in the sunshine broad, « m, 

Eose to the clouds, and disappeared-)— to God I 
— Woe to the PEUfCE, however wide his sway, 

g Who hears the tidings, and then turns away ! 

^ Joy to the Pbasaitt, howsoe'er despised. 

Who hears with faith, and is with faith baptised ! 
Such peasant, dying, to a state shall monnt, 
Where thrones and sceptres are of no account !" 

X. 

With wonder, Harold, doubtless, thou hast heard 
Poor Bertha's story almost word for word. 
When she has long been turned to dust — as I, 
Who now repeat it, very soon shall lie ! 
But the relation was so new to me. 
So simply told, and yet so feelingly, 
That — more than I to Bertha then confessed. 
Or even cared to think — ^it touched my breast. 
Hence every word, with every shade of tone 
The Maiden gave it — as we walked alone 
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*:':* And often prayed for, was at length m}^ own 






*|;^ On that green mountain-side — ^is in my ear, * * 

* Distinct as on the day I stood to hear ! * 

* "Not very wrong," I said, "the creed can be, «- 

-* Sweet Bertha ! since it is believed by thee ; * 

-* . •' * 

* And should it e er be mine, the praise or blame' * 
-g)- *- 
-8> (But be it praise !) shall rest upon thy name ; * 

_CV eft- rv. 

-flj And, trust me, I will come for baptism then, <© 

-8) To the pure waters of thy favourite Glen !" qj * 

!^ I said it half in jest, and yet, 'tis odd, ^^ * 

* 



^ Those very waters saw me given to God. ^ 

* XI. *\ 



* More might my tongue have said, but that I saw S 

* A moving !Form betwixt us and the haugh,^ * 

* Now brightly vanishing by bush or tree, * 

* Then shaming sunshine on the open lea ! * 

* " Berthal" I cried, "do Angels still descend * 
•» From Heaven to Earth, to bless us and befriend ? * 
■8! If so, there hither cometh, as I live, * 
■» The very Angel of thy narrative !" * 

* " hush !" said Bertha gravely. " Sdoh bold strain * 

* In mouth of Christian were esteemed profane. * 
-» It is no Angel, but a Woman good, « 

* ^ That now hath issued from the oaken wood. * 
^j, The gentle Lady of thy heart is near, <# 

tgj^ And simple Bertha claims no more thine ear I " <% 

eg. ^ At the same time the Maiden sighed and smiled, % 

%. '^ Then added: " In a place so lone and wUd, % 

* '^ She seldom leaves the Tower withouta guard,— * 
^ * And lo ! I see them riding hithcrward. * 
^ ^ O'er yonder copse are flashing helm and plume, * 

* * And prancing steeds are bursting thropgh the broom ! " ti- 

* * The latter words on me were all but lost— * 



* -g' A nearer, fairer sight my ej-es engrossed ! * 

* * XII. 

*<;* The moment often di-eamed of when alone. 
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The Vision of my wildest dream stood there, 

There stood th' Inspirer of my warmest prayer ! ^ 

And I^ — ^who had, in hours of silent thought, <^ 

Befitting term and phrase not vainly sought, ^ 

To meet th' expected time — had trained my heart, \ 

When it should come, to play no timid part — 

And who had ever, in the front and van ^ 

Of conflict, borne me as becomes a man — * 

Now found my spirits, erst so high sCnd proud, ^ 

In presence of that Lady changed ajid cowed ! ■* 

xm. 

'Tis vain, my son ! I cannot half express ■^ 
The charm of her Imperial loveliness I 

She had the look, the manner, and the mien, ^ 
The step and stature of a Yirgin Queen ! 

She hardly seemed to walk, but rather glide — % 
'Twas the swan's motion on a gentle tide ! 

The summer wind was playing with her hair — J 

I've heard them say, my son, that thine is fair. ^ 

I doubt if on another human head ^ 

Tresses so beautiful were ever shed ! ^ 

Did craftsman skilled the precious secret hold ^ 

To work with sunbeams, as he workS with gold, $ 

He might, perchance, collect, arrange, and twine J 

A gossamer-wreath that «o would curl and shine I ^ 

Thus too, her perfect form, her faultless face, # 

A sculptor might have well essayedi to trace ; <g- 



-^ ft 



■# 
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But then he could not have informed the whole, 
And lighted up the countenance with Soul ! 
"With Soul, that gave to lip, to cheek, to eye, ^ 

Each its expression, rich, or soft, or high, \ 

To every glance and every movement grace, "^ 

To all a ^o«f«r— which is denied a place ■# 

In the mere living piece of soulless earth, ■^ 

Whatever be its mould, its rank, its birth ! 
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I see her, Harold, on that mountain-side, 

In all her virgin beauty's bloom and pride 1 

I aee her, Harold, in the dearer light 

Of many an after year, when — scarce- less bright, 

But somewhat softened, mellowed by the lapse 

Of time, and touched by passing grief, perhaps — 

She shone in hours of sadness and of gloom. 

Like Bertha's Angel in the Saored Tomb I 

Speaking to me of life, of hope, of cheer. 

Of blissful worlds that never saw a tear ! 

"Worlds ! into which — if true the Christian creed. 

And if not true, ' twere very sad indeed — 

She long hath passed ! Her high aCd queenly brow 

Is crowned with, fairer, brighter tresses now ; 

And, hardly less than Seraph even here, 

She is a Seraph— in a happier spherfe ! 

XV. 

She came. Her first look almost set at rest 
The wild wave of commotion in my breast ; 
Her first word — frank, and destitutej of art — 
Completely reassured my settling heart. 
She named the peril I for her had braved ; 
She thanked me for the life my arm tad saved ; 
And, lightly passing all I owed to her, 
Entitled me her kind Deliverer. 
She marked the deadly pallor of my iEheek ; 
She noticed that I still seemed faint and weak ; 
And said she dreaded I should brook but ill 
A lengthened journey over holt and hill. 
For of such lengthened journey, she averred, 
She had, alas ! that very morning heard, 
And the first chance, in gratitude, had sought, 
To give me warning of the tidings brought. 
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f* My countrymen, slie said, with torch and brand, 1| 

^ Had ravaged all along the eastern strand ; ^ * 

* Had first laid waste the peaceful banks of Tyne, * 

* Then made the billows of the Humber shine !^ 

* "With midnight fires. Thence mardhing, they had since "* 

* O'eroome, in arms, the bravest Saxon prince ; ^ 



«> And now advanced their high and daring claims * 

«■ To hold e'en London, and its sea-way — Thames, "* 

^ e> Where now their fleet was moored. Her kinsman Chief, "^ 

She added, zealous for the land's reHef, 



S) «) Esteemed my presence with the royal host, •* 



* And with that bitter consciousness rfecnrred 
1^ * The truth, as bitter, of the Lady's word, — '^ 

* That I was in captivity, afar, ^ 

* And scarcely fit — if near and free — for war ! * 






Jg, As what would serve the patriot cause the most : <8 

. . '^ 

And had himself arrived, that mom, to bring vg 

His valued Prisoner to the Saxon king. ve 



XTii. .-a 



Conflicting thoughts the Lady's news inspired — - kg 

My friends' bold raid my mounting spirit fired ; ^ 

f* I heard the tale of battle far remote, ^ 

1* As if I listened to the trumpet-note ; !^ 

* My hand, instinctively, essayed to clasp % 



The trusty steel — which was not near my grasp ; 



;« 



>«■ 



>B> Until th' announcement made to me that mom. 

My fetters had been light, and lightly worn ; * 

)? Wow, for the first time, painfully I felt * 

sg, Close round my every limb their iron belt, 

^ Thenceforth to gall me, and to gaU the more. 

That my brief, brilliant dream of love was o'er ! 5'J'®' 

r 



* * For final seemed the mandate I had heard; 

J^ And thence my lover's fears at once inferred, 

« ^ That pass but some few minutes — few and fleet — 

'S ■^e who had scarcely met, no more should meet ! =3<|.'* 

f* 3 a 
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From the sharp spur and torture of that thought, 

A desperate energy my spirit caught, 

Which made me overlook, it may he, slight 

The -wily arts employed hy lover light, 

A gentle Maiden's gentle ear to pleas6 ; 

But served my purpose, haply, more than these. g 

For genuine Passion hreaks ohstruetion through, ^ 

And wins — where Prudence is afraid to "Woo 1 

XVIII. 5 " 

Half kneeling on the sward, with uptjirned look. 
Her fair hand — not withheld — ^in mine I took ; 
She, slightly hending forward, seemed to hear 
The words I spoke, with no reluctant ear. 
" Lady ! a chilling frost thy tidings Bring, 
That falls, and withers all my hosom'js spring ! 
I gaze on thee ; hut the sad time con;es fast, 
Nay, it comes now, when I may gaze my last ! % 

Then ! forgive me, if I now reveal | 

The hope I cherished, and the pang I feel ! 
I love thee. Lady ! deeply, madly lo-»e 1 — gj 

And know I any word that word ahove, 
In deep or wild significance, its use 
Would, in my passion, find a fit excuse ! 
I love ! — And hear me — I am of a line 
That hoasts a rank, it may he, high as thine ; 
And though to-day a Captive, I may be. 
By battle or by ransom, soon as free. , 
say — were ever that my fortune's chance — 
Might I not hope to meet thy favouring glance ? S p 

If too abrupt my earnest question fall, J 

1^ Blame the ill-sorted time — not me — for all ! \ ^ 

Blame time, or me ! but. Fairest, bid me hope, * f- 

And I with more than fate will boldly cope — 
With more than fate wage battle haught and high. 
And for thee live, or more — will for thee die 1 " % 
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XIX. 

Deep, undissembled anguish, thrilled my breast ; 

Close to my burning lips her hand I .pressed ; 

Nor to withdraw it thence essayed she— nor 

Appeared a frown upon her brow therefor. 

A high and quick suifusion, rosy red, 

O'er her fine countenance just came and fled— 

Such passing tinge the mountaiu snow hath worn. 

When clouds of crimson have been rife at morn ! 

"Brave Dane, I will not," she replied, "affect 

To feel displeasure, where I feel respect. 

It is to thee I owe, that I have now 

The power at once to feel it, and avow ; 

And this is not a time, nor likes my heart. 

To meet thy honest truth with needless art. 

In turn forgive me, then, if to thy suit 

My ear is closed, and if my tongue is mute ! 

Though not indeed a prisoner like thee, 

I am, in sober sooth, as little free. 

My noble kinsman holds within his power 

Disposal of my person and my dower. 

I can but wed me as that kinsman wiUs, 

Who thus my dying sire's bequest ftflfils ; 

And rest assured, that with a Heathen Dane 

To match his Ward, by him were deemed profane. 

Hope then no more 1 — And yet, if thy fair aim. 

Instead of worthless love, were wortliy fame, 

Tor thee there yet remains a noble part. 

And one beflttiag well thy generous heart ! " 

XX. 

" name it not ! " I cried. " Deprived of thee. 

Lady, no further part remains for me. 

—I err. One part there is ! Unbind my chain ; 

G-ive me my free blade in my hand again ; 

Before me set thy friends in war-array ; 

And I, as man hath never slain, will, slay — 
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-® Despair inspiring me to shed a flood 

Of gore, and revel in tliy kindred's blood ! 

no, no, no ! The wretch I could not be, 

To slaughter men who must be dear to thee ! 

My love, I feel, unmans me. I have done 

With all that warriors prize beneath the sun — ^ ^ 

"War and its fame, the light of woman's eye ! 

Nerveless and hopeless, I have but to die." 

" Die ! thou shalt Hve !" she said, " and give me yet 

To owe a deeper and a dearer debt ! 

Jfy life is little; but, Sir Dane, to save 
2 A nation's life, were worthy of the brave ! 

2 Hear me. My Country bleeds at every pore ; 

^ The deadly strife, alas ! seems all but o'er ; 

^ Our ancient glories vanished, woe and shame 

S Are all that wait the Saxon power and name ! 

^ Oorged with our people is thy Eaven Black — 

® It rests with thee, perhaps, to turn him back ; 

f It rests with thee to bid these inroads cease, 

■® And leave our suffering Land its wonted peace, 

^ Do this, and win thee honours, pure and proud !— 

But wherefore cometh on thy brow a clQud ? " 

XXI. 

She was aright. My Danish spirit burned ; 
The part assigned, indignantly it spurred ; 
ITo longer there a kneeling suitor, I 
Stood up, erect, and firmly made reply : 
" No, Lady not for thee / not for thy love/ 
Though valued all earth's wealth and fame above- 
Though all earth's wealth and fame, against it, weigh 
As less than nothing — would I see the day, 
"When treacherous word or deed of mine turned back 
To his own fields my glorious Eaven Black 1 
Strong let him soar, and high, tiU he survey 
i 5 The Saxon Island as his own wide prey ! 
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(S strong let him soar, and high ! or, feeble, sink ! — 

But let no one who foars or loves me, think 

That I the base, degenerate wretch -can prove 

Who gives his Cottntey for his selfish Love !" 

Some admiration, and no small amazfe, S 

» I saw, were blended in the Ladj's gaze, |5 

S As thus I spoke. " Brave Dane !" at last she cried, ^ 

^ " Couldst thou imagine that my wofds implied 

8 Dishonour ? Mine ! who idolise the fame - 1 

^ That gilds the patriotic warrior's name, » 

S Nor Kghtly thine ! I should most deeply grieve — 

^ But here comes One who soon will undeceive 

-^ Thy mind on this." I turned me round to see — 

g A troop of armed horsemen scoured the lea ; S > 



I 



^ Up to our hiR-side stance, like light, they flew, g 

i» Wheeled, and a living circle round ps drew ! ?> 

.'■2 XIII. ri 

ft? The young and graceful Leader of the troop ^ - 

Reined up his steed beside our little group, — * ; 

To Bertha cast familiar smile, to me 

A word or two of studied courtesy. 

But to his lovely Ward such phrase sincere 

As gentle brothers use to sister dear. 

And, certes, Harold, as I gazed on both, 

I could, it seemed to me, have ventured oath. 

That nearer kindredship the parties claimed, 
^ Than either Bertha or herself had named. 

'Twas singular to see their aspects strike. 

At the same time, so different and so like ! 

To see the lines of beauty in her face, 

Become, produced in his, heroic grace ; 

And that sweet dignity of look and mien. 

Which might, in her, have graced alyouthful Queen, 

Roughen in him, until it took the air £ 



Of martial Leader, prompt to do and dare ! §, 



II 
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Moved by the semblance, though a haughty Dane, * 

I almost longed to join the Chieftain's train, *- 

Take, at his side, a brother-warrior's place, c8- 9, 

And link my future with his name and ]'ace. eg- £ 

°^ "^ 
Such inoonsistency can Love awake ! «- 

My heart was with him for the loved One's sake. ,%■ 

*- 

XXIII. ,y- 
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A moment's space some talk, apart, they had — 

His look was earnest, and his tone was sad ; * 

^ ^ While from his lovely listener's raised eye-lid ^ 

The frequent tear-drop gathered, gleataed, and slid. * 

Meantime, two armed attendants came with speed, *" 

One brought my arms, one led a saddled steed, *" 

When I, by tliem accoutered soon, and horsed, *■ 



«- 



Sat ready for the ride by fate enforced. * 



* 



Half round I turned me, as I sat on selle, <6- ^ 

That I might say — at least might wave — farewell ; * 
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But she my glances sought, had disaj)peared ! *- 
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And I, who now some treachery vaguely feared, «- 

Was falKng fast into a sullen mood — *- 

When lo! poor Bertha at my stirrup stood. *(- 

It seemed as if my very soul she read, oi- 

For, speaking in the Danish tongue, she said : J 

" Droop not, nor dread ! There is no need. Of those * 

Who lead thee forth, not all, be sure, are foes. ^ » 
There ride to-day, along with them and thee. 
Some who would perish, but to set thee free. 

Were freedom wished. To this one sisn attend — * 
The man who speaJcs thy language is a friend. 

Farewell — farewell ! and ! through life and death. * 

Thy guide and guard be He of Nazareth ! " =«- 

E'en while she spoke, the line of march was made, % 

And swiftly forward moved the cavalcade. %. 

* 
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NOTES. 



^-t, ' Paulmus coming with the king and queen into a manor or house of 

4i, the king's, called Ad-Gebrin, now YeTering, abode with them tbirty- 

* six days, employed vrholly in catechising and baptising ; during which 
•^ ^ time he did nothing from morning to evening but instruct the people 

^ in the saving word of Christ ; and being thus ipstructed, he baptised 

(t, them to the forgiveness of their sins, in the river Glen, which was hard 

t'fr by. — History of Northumberland. 

'^ 2 I am not prepared to prove that Coupland Castle, now the pro- 

^ perty of M. T. Culley, Esq., existed at the period of the poem, or that 

*■ it ever had so illustrious an occupant as I have imagined for it. ' This 

<*■ is a work of fiction, and, with the exception of two or three leading 

* points, pretends not to historical accuracy. 

^ ' This tradition respecting the fern is still current among the pea- 

■^ santry of the district in which the scene is laid. I have often, when a 

f^ boy, cut the fern-root, and have as often succeeded in convincing my- 

^ self that I saw the initials I. C. clearly defined in its veins and shadings. 

^ The impression of a fern on the shoulder of the ass, is a fact equally 

^ accredited. 

f^ * Odin, or Woden, was the chief god of the Scandinavians. Hia 

f^ Palace was Valhalla, where he rewarded all such as died sword in 

■fi> hand. The rewards are described in the text., ''There remain to 

*• this day," says MaUet, " some traces of the worship paid to "Woden in 

^ the name given by almost all the people of the ndith to the fourth day 

^ of the week, which was formerly consecrated to him. It is called by 

^ a name which signifies Woden's day." To which I add that the 

■i Northumbrian peasantry of the present time, probably pronounce the 

^ name of the day in precisely the same manner as. did their ancestors in 

^ the times of paganism. The call it Wadtiesday — sounding the a in the 

^ first syllable as in father. 

^ 5 Dp. Adam Clark derives the word gospel from two Saxon words, 

God and spell — i. e. God's speU, or charm. 

fl> 6 Haugh. This word is hardly English ; but it ought to be so, since 

* its use by Scott and Bums. It means level ground bordering on a river. 
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CANTO IV. 




Si 






■yS^^Ry"HE breeze of that sweet Mom, which freshly fanned 
•is^^K I ^^® verdant bosom of the sun-bright land, ■ 
jl^^^^l, And blew away each lingering jyaponr- wreath. 
From lowland valley and from upland heath, 
Bade, with like power, the gloomy thoughts depart 
That had been darkly gathering round my heart ! 
My spirit, wakened by the gradual change 
Prom landscape known, to landscape new and strange. 
And ever varying — regained at length 
Its native buoyancy, its native strength, 
And rose, as it had ever done, to note 
Each charm of scene, adjacent or remote. 
I marked the rude huts of the labouring poor, 
That stood by sheltering crag, or fenceless moor : 
And scarce less rude, but stronger, massier far, 
The castles of the Chiefs who led in war. 
But far apart those castles were, and few. 
And seldom oarae those lowly huts in view. 
While all the land between, lay wastB and wild, 
"Where — save lone Nature — nothing ever smiled ! 

II 
The savage wild-boar roused him from his lair ; 
Leaped from her grassy form the timid hare ; 
The deer just gazed and fled ; the tawny fox 
Showed his long brush, and vanished 'mid the rooks ; 
The bolder bison^ led his wild herd's van. 
And, loudly bellowing, glared on horse and man, 
"While, mustering close behind him, every brute 
Seemed bent our right of passage to dispute. 
These passed — ^before us, as wc onward rode, 
"Wild birds their various forms and plumage showed. 
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The long-winged heron left the lonely spring ; 
The raven soared away on sooty wing; 
Providing for its young and clamorrfus brood, 
Jj The rook was busy in the ancient 'wfood ; 
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•^ To let her cherish there, e'en as she will, 



The curlew sent his whistle, wild and loud, m 

Down from a clear blue sky witliout a cloud ; 
And far above them all, in broad sun-light, 
i The royal eagle sped his arrowy flight. o 

* III- i3 

■© "Whether intending thereby to confer 

%) A mark of honour on his prisoner, @ 

-(g) Or for my safer keeping — at his side , J 

1® The Leader had arranged that I should ride. 3, 

-@ We rode along in silence, till he saw S 

The sullen shadow from my brow withdraw. 

When, taking of my altered humour heed. 

He — as on rising ground we slackened speed — 'H 

^ Accosted me with courteous air and bland. 

And, smiling, asked me how I liked tho land ? i 

„ I answered him that, Captive as I was, ® 

"® Eor liking, I, in sooth, had little cause : ® 

* But for the land, three words might give its state— 
'Twas beautiful — 'twas wild — 'twas, desolate. 
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IV. _o 

"It is so," he replied ; " and I, Sir 'Dane, 
Should like to see it made the fair domain 
Of Man, and not of wild-beast. It is well 
In Nature's charge to leave the rugged fell — 



m 



The heath, the gorse, the fern, and bramble still ; 
But pity 'tis, that ample vales like these, 
Which skilful culture could transfornl with ease 
To fertile fields, to meads, and pastures green, 
Should lie, as now, a bleak and barren scene. '^ 

'Tis pity too, to see each streamlet here — 
As liquid crystal brillant, pure, and'clear— 
3 B 










Winding its waj' through marsh, and bog, and fen, 

Or wildly dashing down a savage glen. 

How vury diiferent, were yon. thorny brow 

The fair seat of some peaceful Chieftain now, 

Who with a firm, but still a friendly hand. 

Might rule the happy tenants of his land '. 

How different too, if on this lovely spot 

Bose the poor peasant's neat and sheltered cot — 

Himself employed in cheerful toil, his wife 

At home preparing all that sweetens life. 

And his hale offspring, on the daisied i lea, 

Engaged in gambols held with noisy glee 1 

Would that such peasant everywhere I saw, 

Protected by his country's equal law, . 

Rejoicing in his King's paternal care. 

And faring — as a poor man ought to fare ! 

But I, Sir Dane, in talking thus, must seem 

To thee, indulging in a waking dream." 

V. 

'Twaa new indeed, I owned, to hear the fare 
Of poor men counted worth a great mail's care. 
E'en in a passing word. The hard, the rough, 
Dull boor might he of consequence enough. 
In work a requisite, a want in war. 
In all beside, beneath attention far — 
I checked me, Harold ; for, this strain to hear, 
The Chieftain's look turned grave, if not severe. 
^ g. " Stranger," he said, " I mourn, but marvel not, 

To hear you lightly hold the rustic's lot. 
A feeling that, which oftentimes finds' way 
With the unthinking heirs of earthly sway. 
But I, Sir Dane, have lived among the poor, 
Have been the inmate of the rudest boor. 
Have shared his frugal meal, his temperate bowl, 
Have watched the workings of his inmost soul,— • 
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" Thou canst not mean an insult ; but to me 



* To bid suspicion and foreboding fly 



8> 






flj And thence have learned to comprehend his state, #; 

ig) And all his worth aright to estimate. 

j^ Take this for truth ; The difference that may lie «( * 

^ ^ Betwixt the humble classes and the high,* 

^ 1^ Consists far more in manner, and in sirt, ^ 

•^ % Than it doth in the Head, or in the Heart, "^ 
The peasant, happy in his station low, ^ 

«! * Knows aU that it concerns himself to -know ; '^ 

«( 
*( 



Has loyalty ; has faith at least sincere ; <g) * 

Has dauntless heart, and conscience Q how clear ! ^ 8" 

* The sense of kindness in his breast is strong ; ^ 

«■ Strong is his love of right, his hate of wrong ; 



":J< 



8> 



«> And, maugre all the hardships of his fate, ^ 8> 



«> He bears a heart-felt reverence for the great ; '% 

^ . . !S 

* Though, if a true confession must be made, ^ 

^ His heart-felt reverence oft is ill repaid ! '^' 

* I hold, the Monarch, who — amid his zeal ^ 
And well-planned efforts for the public weal — '^ 

A, O'erlooks Ms welfare, in that act alonfe <s< 

Shuns more than half the duties of his-throne ! <»; 



*> >g, ! when thou shalt regain thy high (jommand, ~°)Be> 

^ Look ever to the lowly of thy land ; 



'» - - 



«< ^ For know — whate'er the thoughtless proud may say — ^ 

(^ They form its very strength, its very stay ! 



<^ 






» 
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j^ Thy words, at this time, sound like mockery. ^ * 

* For how," I said, "regain my lost command? ^ * 
(* My freedom — nay, my life — is in thy hand. ^ * 

eg! ^ I wot not whither now with thee I wend; ^| 

* Nor if, when it is reached, this journey's end ^1 
^ » Shall hasten, or retard, my destined doom — ^1 
^ ^ Unbar a prison, or unclose a tomb ! " 

>e> "Then, generous Dane," he cried, "most glad am I 





This journey leads thee to a Monarch, who — 

E'en in a foe — to valour gives its due. 

Kino Alfeed hath been told of thy hrSve feat 

At Lindisfarne, and deems it just and Aieet 

Such recompense for that brave feat to make, 

As he can give thee, and as thou mayst take. 

Look round. "What think' st thou of This Land for meed ? 

This land — the whole — from Humber to the Tweed ? 

Ton smile. Sir Dane. Not less the scheme is fixed ! 

All — vale and mountain — those fair streams betwixt, 

The King makes over to thy Chief and thee, 

To hold of him in equal sovereignty." 

" By mighty Thor ! " I cried, " a princely gift ! 

But tell 'me, if thou canst, the Donor's drift. 

No monarch wise will his dominions part, 

Without some motive prompting at the heart ; 

And gift less splendid would by far exceed 

The value of a mere instinctive deed. 

Unfold that motive, or at least unfold 

The terms on which a Kingdom we may hold." 

VII. 

" Brave Dane, when I shall thee in presence bring, 
There mayst thou learn the secret of the King," 
The Leader answered. " I can but sujmise — 
But deem the motive pure, the purpose wise. 
The Monarch wishes peace, and, for its sake, 
"Would friends of foes, and of invaders,, make ; 
"Would place you, as an iron barrier, then. 
Between him and your other countrymen ; 
Or join your martial people to his own. 
As brothers banded round a common throne ; 
And, linked at once in polity and faith, 
Defy the world in arms to do it scathe. 
Such would appear the King's design, and he 
Commits its conduct and success to thee. 
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ft- ^a- 

ft. For this he purposes that thou shalt wend — , -ij 

ft- Not as his Captive, but his trusted Friend — -i^ 

i- To Guthrum's camp. The King, I hear, would spurn 

A pledge, if offered it, for thy return, .§ 



Beyond thy own free word — in which his trust 



ft> 
ft. 

ft. 

ft. 



^ -Lfcj uiivj- IjUV UWix ixcc yy KJL\±^—11A. vvll-LUli-Ulo tfi- ustf <5» 

*; Is steadfast as, I doubt it not, 'tis just." 'Z 

*• VTTT- V 

ft. 

#■ f " King Alfred honours me," " I said, " and I * 

4j- ft. -^ 

^ <^ "Will not the royal coniidence belie. "^^ 

ft- But that my mission can, or will, succeed ; « 

c That Guthrura will adopt your Christian creed ; 1> 

e. WilL to your King required allegiance 'give ; ■?> 

Or stoop beneath your Saxon laws to live— D 

ft> -^ 

(t, (For that your sense I apprehend to bb -^ 

*i^ Of the two terms of " faith " and " polity ") | *^ 



^ Is what I Kttle hope, — and hope still |ess, ^^"^ 

^ ^ "When, as I hear, unchecked and high success 

1* ^ Attends his arms. The Victor's towering soul % J; 

*■ Accepts no part. It claims and grasps the whole." "^ 

1^ " Then he may find, " the Leader sternly cried, ^. 



^■' " Then he may find, " the Leader sternly cried, '^^ 

*'^ " Sharp lesson taught to his o'erweening pride ! '^ 



A stubborn soul the English Saxon hath, 

-* «■ Not very soon, or lightly, roused to wrath ; 

« But, once enkindled, your proud Chief may know. 

It burns — till it consumes himself, or i^e ! -^ 

ft . -v 

ft- BeKeve me, were our youthful King to meet, » 

ft. E'en in a hundred fields to come, defeat, — 

ft. " "^ 

(i, There still would gather round him, nBar and far, ■*» 

<j. Fresh force to feed the patriotic war. <» 

'^ For never upon England's soU, Sir Dane, <^ 

Shall foreign foot in quietude remain !i — 

Except it be by such agreement fair, % 

*■ As thou art destined by the King to bear." 2 

^ «> IX. •» 



The long ascent, by this time, was passed o'er, •* * 



ft. 



■* ft- And level stretched, for miles, the laryi before. •» 

t t ll> 

lr * ^l-ft. 



:-ft. 
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Again, at signal given, to wonted speed 
Each bending horseman spurred his willing steed. 
"We crossed the Coquet' s blue and winding stream; 
Next hour We saw the Wooded Wanabeck gleam ; 
Q'o miles of moor day lent its failing ^shine. 
But ceased to light us ere we reached the Tyne, 
Whose surface broad, as liquid silver- bright, 
"Was softly rippling in the Moon's calAi light. 
The passage of the river soon made good, 
We halted there beside a black pine- wood ; 
Turned loose our weary steeds to graze at will ; 
Sat down upon the margin of a rill. 
To moisten thence our welcome crust of broad ; 
Then pulled the mountain heather for our bed. 
And — laid a glorious Summer Moon beneath — 
Tell me what couch can vie with couch of heath ? 
His cloak his covering, and the wide blue sky, 
With all its stars, his stately canopy. 
Each hardy warrior proudly lay, and well !— 
One only, waked and walked as sentinel. 

X. 

Sunk on his couch of heather, soft and deep, 
The gallant Chief was not the last to sleep ; 
I, stretched beside him, wakeful vigil kept. 
And would not — even if I could — have slept. 
The offer fair of country and of sway. 
Made in the Saxon Monarch's name that day. 
Had, while it banished all my doubts and fears, 
Eevived my hopes. Years — long and brilliant years — 
My fancy drew, of pomp, and power, and pride ; 
Nor failed with that loved One to grace my side. 
Without whose presence, pomp, and pride, and power, 
Were but the showy nothings of an hour ! 
—As thus I mused, and wore the night away, 
A lovely night that seemed a softer day, 
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A gentle touch my shoulder lightly -stirred — ^j 

I looked ; a face I saw, a voice I heard ; M 

The face — a man's — was closely o'er me hung, a 

The voice addressed me in my native tongue. g 

Strong was its whisper in my ear : " Attend ! gj' 

The man toko speaks thy language is a friend." si 

" The very words of Bertha these !'^ " Most true, ^ 

And therefore can they hode hut well to you. S 

Wouldst thou escape ? Tell me — but under breath. « 

The Chieftain lightly sleeps, and it ,were death 5 

To me — foimd thus." " Escape I" •! quickly said, S 

"Ay 1 gold to him who lends successful aid 1 S 

The wretch deserves a life-long slave to be, g 

"Who will not, when he has the chance, he free ! ^ 

But how ? I see no means ; and, Stranger, hark — ^ 

Thou find'st in me no mate for villain dark ! ^ 

Hardly to win my freedom, would I shred g$ 

A single hair from off his manly head !" a; 

He grasped my hand. " Believe me, not to gain gj' 

His wished-for freedom even to a Dane, S 

Would Eric hurt him ! Eest thee— rthou art free ! ^ 

The time — the place — the means — entrust to me." S 

He softly left my side, and on the ground, « 

As sentinel, resumed his moonlight round. ^ 

I 

Unlooked-for freedom placed within my view, S 

Gave to my stream of thought a current new. « 

My long-lost friends to mingle with again ; 5 
Once more my Guthrum to my breast to strain ; 
And by some feat in future battle sKown, 
Tor past inaction something to atone ; 
Would, of themselves, have powerful motives proved 
To prompt me to escape. But others moved. 
I saw a great advantage to be gained 
To me, by liberty — if now obtained. 



^ 



M. 



s,a>its>ii>s>&s>s>'S>'!i>'»^s>» f igjAMii&iSii'l'iif' *-<ifc js-^^^A*A^-!M^^^±^iS 



* 
* 






* 



* 



* 



* 2: * 

* * * 

* Admitting that in perfect faith was inade ^ * 

* The royal offer through the Chief conveyed, ^|; 

* I doubted not, if free my course to trace, J * 

* I could with more effect and better grace, * * 

* Impress its prompt acceptance on my friend, * * 

* Than if as Captive I were forced to wend. * * 

* "While with the Saxon Eing, no longer bound, * * 

* I then should treat on high and equal ground, * ^ 

* And thus obtain for Guthrum terms, perchance, * ^ 
^ Fairer tlian he could win by sword and lance. . * |; 
^ Or granting aught the hope of concord mar, c8- * 
'^ And that th' event, at last, be left to war, .^ * 
^ My arm, my counsel, not to say my skill, « * 

* "Would, in the strait supposed, be useful still ; ^ * 

* And I might conquer, not fair lands alone, ^ * 

* But a fair Bride — to grace my future throne ! * * 

* Spite of such inward visions, sleep at last ^ * 

* My heavy eyes began to overcast ; ^ * 
-* "Which yet closed most unwillingly, and oft * * 

* Again would open on t'he moonlight ssft, * * 

* And snowy garments see, and shapes divine, * -%> 
-»' Blend with the flashings of the streamy Tyne ! * 

* ^11- * * 



« 



* The eastern beam, o'er vales of moorland borne, * ^ 
■» Shed beauty on our march, resumed at morn. * * 

* J > eg. * 

-8> "We passed the valley of the Wear at noon ; « * 

-gi And couched, by Swale, again beneath the moon. ^ * 



* 



^ The third day fair was setting, calm and sheen, tel* 

c8 ^ "When neared we Ceaven's pastoral mountains green;' :t* * 

<8 '^ And gloom fell on us, as we slowly went ^ 

* * Down mighty "Whernside's long and steep descent. * * 
tg ;^ But 'twas a gloom that suddenly gave' Vay * 

* * To the mild, soft, and unobtrusive ray, * * 

* * "Which now began, along the quiet deU, * % 

^J -TV Cm- 

*; * To gleam on rocky peak and pinnacle 1 
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^ )g, Behind the eastern mountain, huge!and dim, « 

;* The Moon just showed to us her rising rim ; eg 
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In the calm moonshine- — lay at rest, unstirred, 






By slow degrees the misty barrier cleared, 
At length a circle, fuU and broad, she reared, 
« '^ And, still ascending, upward calmly rolled 

j| An orb yet beamless — as of dusky gold ! 

A moment more, and from her azure way 
« * In ether, smiled she with unclouded ray, ^ 

■8 ^ Far down into the depth of that lopg dell * 

f»' "Which— overlooked by mountain and by fell— "^ 

* Is watered by the Wharf, -whose murmuring flow * 

i» Was audible — not visible — below ; '^ 
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^ 



» For all along the winding dell, that night, ^ 

» A waveless lake of summer mist lay white ■* 



^1 ^ 



* >ft> Save when a sudden gust of wind — scarce heard '8 

To sigh from Amcliffe's wild and neighbouring glen — •« 



'■« 



)8j Heaved its light-opening folds aside, and then *3 



^ „ ^ „ , ^ 

« ^ The rapid Wharf, in momentary shine, ci 

(^ Led on his waters in a silver line ! >8 

XIV. ^ 

5* High o'er the mist, in moonlight calm and clear, ^ 

* Like some tall rock that juts on inland mere, ^ 

>* Hung Kilnsey Crag. The white and vapoury wreath * 

>6> Half veiled the little hamlet placed'beneath. 2 

'» 'Twas here I recognised a horseman fleet ^ 

Emerging from the mist our line to- meet, 

>B> As Eric — whom my eye had tried in vain 

>e> All day, to find amid the warrior train, 

># But who, it seems, had ta'en of us the start. 

)(!) The Leader hailed him, and thej' spoke apart. 



=8 



^ Then, turning quickly to the right, =we rode ■« 

On ground, where horse's hoof had seldom trod ! >« 



^ 
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|j U Tip wild and pathless mountiiin-sides we climbed ; 

J ^ Down rugged steeps our cautious pace -we timed ; «. 

«? ^ Now oyer quaking moss we lightly sped ; 

Dismounting now, our weary steeds we led. 
iS? J And thus we reached a copious mountain brook, 

fff J "Which purely gushed from what appeared a nook 

S? |, Formed by two meeting hills— a sheltered place, ^ 

^ Affording pasturage and ample space ; 

;/ g But which — approached — threw wide its rooky jaws, g }^ 

And by its gloomy grandeur made us pause ! ^ i^ 

f;|^ Half cave, half chasm, it yawned ! — Absorbed, I saw ; ^'^ 

And gazed in wonder, not unmixed with awe. 

XT. 

Like the extensive area of some Tower 

"Which giants might have made their place of power, ^ 

But whence the hand of Eage, or Euiti, all 

Had torn away of each interior wall. 

And yet had spared the outward barriers still, 

High, massive, rude, and indestructible — 

Opening on my astonished glance, at first, 

The rugged glooms of savage Gobdale burst !* 

In front, and on the right, abruptly sprung J 

The living rock, and, slanting forward, hung — 

Extending from its deep and caverned base 

A darksome shadow over half the space — ^ 

Till, far above our heads, it almost closed ^ 

"With the gigantic rocks that stood opposed ; 

Leaving small spstce, through which the eye might view 

The sky of night's bestarred and tender blue ! 

Beneath, the level floor was all bestrqwn 

"With numerous fragments, which the cliffs had thrown, ^}€ 

As slow decay, or lightning's sudden dint, ^ !€ 

Through years disjoined them from the parent-flint. 

"With some alarm T gazed upon the prgof 

Of possible peril from the peaks aloof, 
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And looking round me to descry a place 
Of greater safety gained the gloomy base, 
Of that far-slanting rock, where — feeling free 
From aught, except an Earthquake's jeopardy- 
I stood and saw, with marvel ever new, 
A scene yet wilder — stranger — given to view ! 



& 
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Right, left, in front, still towered — all rudely piled — & 

* The rocks in masses, rugged, high, and wild, 
■0 rormless, or cast in every varied form 

The mountain crag receives from tints and storm ! 
And where they towered most rugged, wild, and high. 
An orifice I saw, that showed the sky. 
And poiu'ed — as if from out the sky itself ! — 
A mighty torrent down the rocky shelf, 
Which, being dashed from ledge to ledge, at last 
Became the quiet brook we just had passed. 
J Descending 'mid the cavern's gloomjf night, 

The broad and broken fall of waters white 
Resembled most a gush of moonshine clear. 
Streamed through a thickly-clouded atmosphere — 

* The single iatimation which is given 
That there is then a lovely Moon in heaven ! 

XVII. 

Bound by the wild power of the scene, amazed 

While Chief and follower stood, like, me, and gazed, 5 

I felt a sudden touch, and, turning round. 

My self-announced Deliverer I found. 



■a 

•a 



1® 



" It is the time — it is the place," he said, 

- " Follow !" and quickly gliding fortji, he fled. ^f 

5 I followed — followed unobserved — the man ; 

Nor needest thou enquire if fast I ran ! J 

Lingers the hare, with yelling hounds in view ? ^ 

Loiters the hart, when his swift foes pursue ? 
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' Tis but for life that these exert their pace, 

And more than life depended on my race ! 

Led by the motions of my faithful guide, 

My course was all along the streamlet's side, 

Until into a gentle pool it fell, 

Just at the entrance of a sylvan dell. 

Here rose a little knoll, whose grassy base 

The mountain hazel-shrub was seen to. grace; 

And human eye that had not practised been, 

Could, certes, there but hazel-shrub have seen ; 

But my friend, stooping, quickly tore' aside 

The tangled boughs, and showed an oipening wide — 

The entrance of an unsuspected Cave,' 

Which now to us its welcome refuge gave 1 

The lately-parted boughs of hazel gr(?en, 

Uniting fast, renewed their leafy screfen. 

Hard was the couch ; but, being safe.and free, 

That couch of mountain stone was soft to me. 

The baffled troop, without, might search the rocks — 

The dogs might bay — when snugly earthed the fox ! 



NOTE! 



' The Wild Cattle still found in the parka of Chillingham and Gis- 
buru, are probably the only remains of the true tod genuine breed of 
that species of cattle, and answer, says Mackenzie in his History of 
jSforthumberland, in every particular, the description given by Boethius 
of these animals. 

■^ It is not Fortune, it is Nature, that has niade the essential differ- 
ences between Men ; and whatever appeUatiou a smaE number of per- 
sons who speak without sufficient reflection, may affix to the general 
body of their fellow-creatures, the whole difference between the States- 
man, and many a Man from among what they call the dregs of the 
people, often lies in the rough outside of the latter. — De Zolme on the 
ComtHuUvrt of fBngland, 

3 The beautiful and romantic district of Craven, in the West Biding 
of Yorkshire, deserves a poet and a poem to itself. Whemside, men- 
tioned in the next page, is the highest of its mountains ; and the dale 
of the Wharf one of the wildest and tfiost beautiful of its glens. The 
latter is overlooked, on the south, by Kilnsey Crag — described in " The 
Outlaw." 
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* This place, the description of which I have feehly attempted, both 
in this poem and in " The Outlaw" is, saya Dr-oWhitater, " a solid mass 
of limestone, cleft asunder by some great convulsion of nature, and open- 
ing its ' ponderous and marble jaws' on the right and left. The sensation 
of horror on approaching it, is increased by the projection of either side 
from its base, so that the two connivent roek3,'though considerably dis- 
tant at the bottom, admit only a narrow line of day-light from above. 
At the very entrance you turn a little to the ri|;ht, and are struck by a 
yawning mouth in the face of the opposite crag, whence the torrent, 
pent up beyond, suddenly forced a passage within the memory of man, 
which, at every swell, continues to spout out one of the boldest and most 
beautijful cataracts that can be conceived." " I am well aware," he 
adds, " how imperfect the foregoing acco'jnt will be thought by every 
one who has formed his ideas on the spot. It must, however, be re- 
membered that the pencil, as well as the pen, has hitherto failed in 
representing this astonishing scene." — History of Craven. 

' This cave, sufficiently described in the next Canto, and in " The 
Outlaw," may be found by the curious a few hundred yards from Gor- 
dale. 




CANTO V 



p EFLECTED light, as if from water oast, 

On the Cave's vault of stone was quivering fast, 
And the fresh faU,and flow of water near 
Was murmuring and dashing in mine ear, 
"When I from sleep awoke, and looking through 
The screen of hazel, I heheld a view 
Of sylvan sweetness. Morning's glorious heam 
"Was on the pool, and on the falling stream, 
And, as the whitely-dashing spray it kissed, 
Made shifting rainhows of the rising mist ! 
Each tree hung out its hranches all unstirred 
In the calm air ; each hranch sustained a bird, 
That sat and sung ; each green leaf in its curl 
Held drops of dew — each drop a trembling pearl I 
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Tree, water, crag, in sucshine and in* shade. 

With the blue skj o'er all, a picture made, 

"Which, in the faithful glass of Mem(|ry set, 3-K 

Is gay and green, is fresh and sparkling yet ! 

II. 

Brief gaze I took ; then turned to rouse my guide. 

Who still lay fixed in slumber at my "side. 

A man he was, whose scanty locks of i gray 

Showed he had passed of life the middle day ; 

But whose black, piercing eye, and active frame 

Advancing years had little 'vailed to |;ame. 

I told him day appeared already high, 

And asked him if it now was time to fly ? 

" Not yet," the old man answered. " While we stay, 

Here we are safe ; for, Boothly I may say. 

No mortal man, except with Satan's aid, 

Can ever find the place where we are laid ! 

1 knew the cave of old, and think 'tis styled, 

By the few Dwellers round these mountains wild. 

The Cave of Gtennet, who, they used to tell, 

A Pairy was, that loved the sylvan deU, 

And haunted cave and stream — tiU put to flight 

Por ever by the beams of Gospel-light. 

Such tales, be sure, have little weight with me ; 

But when I learned thy wish was to Be free, 

I then at once bethought me of the place ; 

And hoped if — aided by St. Mary's grace — 

I could persuade the Chief, though bnt a day, 

To quit the vale, and keep the mountain way, 

I might contrive to lodge thee safely here, 

TJntil thy pathway of escape were clear." 

III. 

" But how ejBfect it ?" " Even thus : As scout, 
Ere dawn of yestermorn was I sent out ; 
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ft. 
ft. 

I; At night I told the Chief that then the Danes 

*■ In small detachments scoured the level plains. 

* An accidental fire, whose line of smoke 

* Far o'er the distant landscape faintly broke, 
#. Gave timely colour to a specious tale 

,^ #. Framed to dissuade the Leader from the vale ; 



ft. And here thou art in Gennet's rooky cave." 

^ " But this, my friend, thou didst at hazard grave r" 

% " Why, that is true. If taken by my lord, 

0, A hasty shrift, a tree, and hempen cord 

^ "Were Eric's doom. But what may hap to me, 

J I feel as nothing— I have rescued thee !" 

Moved by the old man's cunning and address, 
But moved yet more by his devotednesa, 
"TeU me," I said, "Whence springs the friendly zeal 
^ Which for the safety of a man you feel, 

«. Whose visage, but three summer days' agone, 

# Thine eyes had, certes, never gazed upon." 

£ "A man,'' he said, " who from the proverb learns 

#. 'One generous deed another justly earns,' 

% Finds that of force sufficient to enlist 

^ His kindly eflforts— where none else exist. 

But wouldst thou closer into this enquire, 
^ Thou see'st in me a Dane, and Beetha's Siee." 

IV. 

"Then," I exclaimed, " by all the mighty gods 

* That crowd Valhalla's ever-bright abodes, 
I thank thee not ! but rather, while I live, 

fl> Must rue the liberty your efforts give, 

e. Since it is purchased at the too high C9st 

Of thy poor daughter left — ay, left and lost ! 

% Liefer would I rejoin thy Chieftain's train, 

^ Liefer for life the Saxon's slave remain, 

J Than harm befell that Maid ! And thou — thou 

*■ Art that maid's sire ! — I almost hate thee now ! " 

•ft 
■ft. 
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" That fault, if fault there be, thou mayst forgive. 
Bertha is safe," he said, " and long will live. 
Ere the young Chieftain, wise and just, and mild, 
Will for the guilty Father harm the "Child ! 

sir, the Chieftain is so good ! — In me, 
A man of simple, untaught mind you see ; 
But when I have observed him near, and when 

1 have compared him with the herd of men — 
He, as I said, so good, a soul of light, 

At once with virtue and with wisdom bright, 

They uninformed and savage, dark in mind. 

More like to demons than to humankind — 

I've almost fancied him, at such a time, 

A sinless native of a sinless clime 

Tor some mysterious end or purpose hurled 

Down thence into a base and wrong-filled world!" 



"Who «s the Chief, whose praises thus you press, 

And whom, in truth, I value hardly less ?" 

I asked the question, but I vainly asked. 

A moment's space he mused. At length, " I tasked] 

My brain, and risked my life," he gravely said, 

" In thy escape to lend my humble aid — 

Partly because I knew thou art a Dane, 

But more, and chiefly, that, in yonder fane, 

You snatched my Bertha from the flames away ; 

Pos this I &erv6 thee, but not him betray ! 

And if you Itnowledge of the Chief would seek, 

Eric, be sure, can neither hear nor spfeak. 

Talk we on other theme. The time flies on. 

I judge young Hengist must be here aaon." 

"Young Hengist? But it may, perhaps, offend 

To ask who he is," No — a faithful friend. 

Bound to thy interest by as strong a tie 

As warm and pure affection can supply." 
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^ " "What meanest thou ?" " My daughter Hengist loves," 

* He answered. " Still, his suit she disapproves. 
But -when of thy achieved escape from foes, 

[^ And of her lover's part therein, she knows — 

J* He hopes to win, denied to him erewhile, 

* His valued meed in her assenting smile. 
^ Now I will tell thee all ! On Beaumont Side, 

"While men, that mom, arrayed thee for the ride, 
Bertha drew him and me apart. She told 

* To us the story of thy daring hold, 



^ >5 In a few hurried words ; her fears confessed 

^ >e> Por the dark future of thy fate ; impressed 

^ ig. On us thy rescue, as a sacred thing, 

* ig, Holier than duty or to Chief or Kingj — 



jft^ But hark! he comes." Just then a rustling, made 

* By some one hursting through the hazel shade, 

S Announced the youthful friend of wjiom he spoke ; 



t8< (* And Saxon Hengist on our converse broke. 



jg About thine age, my son, and quite as tall, 

* But built more strongly, and yet light withal; 

^ Of eye quick, sparkling, keen, and glossy blue ; 

^ Of cheek that bore of health the freAest hue ; 

S * Of hair that over all his shoulders broad 

>e> In fair and yellow clusters waved and flowed 

)s> Profusely ; Hengist was, in very truth, 

» A gay, a gallant, and a graceful Youth ! 









)9 



^ )^ — Disposing on the Cavern's rugged floor 



;ft, Of rural food an unexpected store, 



Which he had purveyed, for the moln's regale, 
<8< (^ From some lone cot in lovely Malhamdale, 

<9^ S He, while we sat at meat, to Eric old 

* His night- adventure with blunt humour told : 

On missing me, th' indignant Chief, jhe said, 
[* Had given command that instant search be made ; 

3d 





^ ^ That he, the Youth — to each suspected, spot 

^ s; The first to lead where I, he knew, was not- 

IJ B? Had managed to detach — unseen, unguessed — 

Sj K The horses we had ridden, from the rest, ^ 

S J And stable them amid the greenwood glade ; g] 

^ % That he had couched him, till the cavalcade, 

f^i J As the first dawn-rays streamed the sky's blue arch; 

«>' f That he had followed, with his eye, their way ; 

*i ? And only left them when, in brightening day, 

*' J They crossed the vale of Aire, and, gleaming on, 



%\ E 



Began to vanish in the line of Colne. 



TII. 

%i ^ The sense of freedom thus achieved at last, ^' 

C| s'. Gave double relish to my plain repast. 

^1 ^ We left the Cave, our saddled steeds bestrode, 

And o'er the emerald dales of Craven rode. 
But let me not delay my onward Tale 

By needless note of river or of dale. ^ 

Enough to say that, hurrying o'er the ground. 
Impatient till the distant camp I found, 
We scarce took needful rest. And ! at length 
"We came where lay in sight the Danish strength. 
"Here Selwood Fokesi stretches far and wide. 
And there thy Danish friends," old Eric cried, 
■' Entrench them in their camp at Et^anbttn — 
See ! their tents whiten in the setting sun ! 
And see I aloft the pennons wave and shine 
In the fair evening ! — Canst distinguish thine ? " 
I looked, but natural emotion thrilled" 
My inmost soul, and joy mine eyes had filled. 
Canvas and banner waved, and armour gleamed, 
But blended aU, and indistinct they seemed. 
High o'er the rest, at length my clearing eyes 
Beheld the tent of noble Guthrum rise. 
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Central and huge. Above it bravely shone 
My country's flag, in many a battle known, 
In whose white tield appeared the Kaven Black, 
That soared — as if his prey he scorned to lack ; 
Por of such stern resolve he seemed- to speak 
By outstretched pinion, and by open beak ! 
Nor, though his aim was foiled the following day, 
Can it be said the Eaven missed hisiprey : 
To win Two Kingdoms — and this feat did he — 
Was not discomfiture, but victory ! 

VIII. 

And certes, Harold, not of tailure sjoke 

The sounds that then from out th' Encampment broke ! 

Sounds of carousal and of boisterous' mirth, 

That have in young and happy hearts their birth. 

We reached the trench. The posted guards, amazed. 

On me, as on a spirit, wildly gazed ; 

But when my well-known hattle-woril I cried. 

Their joyous recognition-shout replied. 

That shout to us the nearest warriors drew : 

They came, they saw ; they saw me, and they knew ; 

And quickly thus, conveyed from man to man, 

Throughout the crowded camp the tidings ran — 

Exciting still, as on they passed wifhin, 

A wilder tumult, and a louder din 1 

O'er the rude planks that served them for a bridge, 

And o'er the inner rampart's earthen ridge. 

Some led our steeds to stall ; my friends some bore ; 

"While others cleared the crowded way before. 

I, raised upon a shield, with shout and song. 

To Guthrum's tent was proudly borne along ! 

IX. 

My Guthrum in the royal tent I foiind,^ 
With all his bravest warriors seated round. 
Passing from hand to hand th' accustomai horn, _ 
Which each in turn must drain, and none might scorn ! 
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Por 'twas of ample depth, the juice to hold 
"Whose generous beverage bolder makes the bold. 
O'erjoyed to sec the warrior-friend restored, 
Whom he had long believed at Woden's board, 
The King, arising from his seat, made sign 
To change the mead for draughts of purple wine. 
Thereafter, hasty dais, by his command. 
For me ascended at his own right haijd ; 
Eric, my rescuer, and himself a Dane*, 
Por seat beside me waited not in vain ; 
And youthful Hengist, though of Saxon race. 
Received with us a like distinguished place.. 
Then rose the festal glee. Brave Guthrum called. 
With joyous voice, for harper and for scald ; 
And scald and harper quickly came. But ere 
They string could waken, or could song prepare, 
Had I, aside, to noble Gruthmm told' 
'Twas mine important message to unfold. 
Which — premature as yet for others' ear — 
It deeply touched his interest to hear. 

X. 

Eetired apart, I told to Guthrum aU 

That had befall'n me since the Convent's fall j 

Of Bertha told him, and the noble daipe 

Whom I had chanced to rescue from 'the flame 

As well as of the lore which — sprung from Heaven — ■ 

To my old faith a sudden shock had given. 

I then detailed to him, in terms less brief. 

My conversation with the Northern Chief; 

The kingly offer from his King conveyed ; 

And my escape by Eric's friendly aid; 

Loud Guthrum laughed. " Tis very well !" he cried ; 

" So, thou wouldst barter for a Saxon bride 

Thine ancient faith, and yet, forsooth, pretend 

That true'and deep conviction wrouglit that end 1 
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From me a portion of his wrenched domain 



^au^ajga^ jgajjga sen, jg ajs^j^. j^ jg a 



^ Confess it [ from the Lady's eye was sent 

By far the clearest, subtlest argument ! Jj 

And tell me, Aymund, were not Tmth's demands ^ 

J^ Pressed somewhat by the weight of Saxon lands ? ^,' 

S Well, thou art prudent! " Here his banter stayed; S 

And grave became his manner, as h& said : ^ 

XI. I 

S " Aymund ! I need not say, I am a man ^ 

Who have no time deep mysteries to scan. *• 

S I worship, like my warlike sires, therefor, *■ 

® The honoured names of Woden and 6f Thor.^ s 

g Though, to confess the truth, I hold the bark ■^ 

That bears me bounding o'er the ocean dark — js 

'^ . . is 

® I hold the covering shield and trusty brand «.; 

fe That make, and keep mCj victor on the land — ^ 

I hold these sinewy arms, by which I wield B 

Alike the helm, the falchion, and the shield — |J 

As my best gods ! nor do I care to sue 

For help to Idols — ^be they old or new. 

And did the changeful fate of war demand 
K That I must either quit this lovely land, 

Or be immersed in water — stream or 'spring — 

And rule a portion as a Christian King, 



iS 



Aymund, be sure, my choice were quickly ta'en. 

And all my fathers' gods would frown in vain ! Si 



Si 



^ ^ But, not thus placed, it is my part, believe. 

Conditions to impose, and not receive. 

No power resides in England, save in me. 

From rocky Cornwall to the Eastern^ sea, 

From Thames's bank to Tweed's. I rule alone 
£ E'en valiant Alfred quits his Saxon throne. 

And lives — ^if yet the vanquished Monarch live — £' | 

s2 A homeless Wanderer and a Fugitive, £1? 

And, doubtless, would be happy to regain ii |^ 
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* * And understood from Guthrum that the third 



ttj. ^ The Sea-king's^ wild, adventurous life he sung : * 

* * 

§> THE SEA-KING. c8- 
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* But since his present wretched plight stands thus, ^ 

*- 

fl, .T u_y, icu LUC icaiiicu. jii.uin»iuii one w ae . ^ ^ 

* This night we give to joy — this night at least ! " * * 

* He said, and led me hack to song and feast. * 
t 2tii. * 

* Three Minstrels swept the tuneful harp. That two * 

* Of these were scalds of Danish race, I knew ; * 



* * A Saxon was, who had with ioy been heard v- 

* By all the camp — and certes, none the less <«- 
-gj That half the sense the hearers could but guess, st- 
g, Of each quaint legend, and each old-world lay, qj- 

* "With which he sought to wile the time away — X 

* Much to the fretting of the native soald, * 
^ ^ Who eagerly arose, as soon as called, J * 

* To wake the song. The foremost, Bolfe upsprung. * 



«■ 






% " He ne'er beneath a peaceful roof Z 

* Drains the full horn ; but, terror-proof, * 

* Enjoys the peril that he braves, J 

* And makes his serfs the winds and waves ! J 



^ He bids them bear his bark along, ^ 

* And knows they cannot bear it wrong, — * * 

* Since, waft him to what shore they may, * * 
^ There lies the land, and there his prey ! * * 

«- * The warriors, seated round, at every pause, Si* 






^ ^ Eung on their hollow-sounding shields applause. 

* ^ But louder rose the listeners' wild acclaim, «■ 

X * When turned the song to Guthrura's noble name, «■ 

* And told how he — their sea-king bold and stern — *- 



*p Had Croyland sacked, as well as Lindisfarne :* 

Zm * 



* ;i » 



I 






J » ■? '^^'f'^i^'^'^'^.f f $.»'j'..;^'y'2|^^^ & 



* 



** w ************ i ** ,!p'*^^$^^^^5^^5^^^^5^^'^^5'5f^^^^ai 



88 <|■■$^^^tf!:^^^$;^^j:^^^^;^^$:^^^^^$;^^^|:^^^$; ,$-,$;,$: 4^ii;^^I^^fe^$^^ft^^^fc^^^^$:;^^^^^^l^^^;^^fe ;$-;Sri$-$i;$i$; S 



ft. # 

(y- " Assisted by his brave compeers, •#• 

a- He sung the monks the mass of spears \ 4 

*■ . . -^ 

ft The service, with the day begun, <^ 

f^ ■'' 

fj, Was ended ere the morning sun ; 

l, When the good brethren of the place, % 

% Charmed by his ministry and grace, ^ 



C-, Charmed by his ministry and grace, 

I Into his hand the sacred hoard, °^ 

I The shrine's uncounted treasures poured !" % 

% The warriors, si'ated round, at every pause, <*> 

Rung on their hollow-soimding shields applause. 4^ 

h XIV. ,^ 



ij, 'Twas sung how, leading thence his victor host, 

I Guthrum at length had reached the southern coast, 

^ And come where, under Alfred's Saxon blade, ^f 

^ The force of England stood for flght'arrayed : J 

I Pong fflntittu^d. * 

R> '• Then met the ranks, and, meeting, rose * 

* . ' . o> ^ 

fb The music of encountering foes — <* 

S> . . ^ 

e. Music more dear to warrior's heart, # 

. , -& 

Than Maiden s voice, or Minstrel's art ! «> 

e, There left the King (that music ceased) ># 



'Mid shouting men, and clashing, shields, 



4? 



ft, Eor vultures and for wolves a feast ; 4 

- g> And there, upon that last of fields, 4 



<i> 



a, 

* His chiefs around him formed a ring, ^ 

III And hailed their Leader England's King ! " | 

% % The warriors, seated round, at' every pause, <i^ 

% % Eung on their hollow-soimdiiig shields applause. ^ 

«^ IV ■* 

J Then, with the bard's accustomed tact and skill, 't 



* Who knows to change his flatteries at wiU, 

«?> The Minstrel added : " While, without a peer, * 

, fb The valiant Guthrum ran his bright career 4 j2 

f ft <8 

f g> <& 

t #* * 
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Where, where was AYMrrND ? He, in .every field, 
The first to combat, and the last to ;^ield ! " 
He paused. The harp of Anlave loudly rung, 
And thus that scald his ready answer sung : 

" I dreamed a solemn dream !* In Woden's haU 

Methought I stood among his warriors all ! 

All stood in ordered ranks, and all stood dumb. 

As if they waited great event to come ! 

Th' immortal Damsels who on heroes tend, 

Had heaped the glittering boards from end to end 

With store of richest viands. On his throne 

The god — majestic Woden — sat alone. 

After a space, ' What King,' aloud he cried, 

'Expect ye in Yalhalla's mansion -wide ?' 

Oneanswered him: 'BraveAymundcomes — theDane.' 

' Then,' said the god, ' ye wait for him in vain. 

That hero still survives, and long sjiall be 

A faithful Champion of my creed apd me. 

A hundred warriors yet, in fight, sliall feel 

The deadly point of Aymund's conquering steel!'" 

The warriors, seated round, at every pause, 



Bung on their hollow-sounding shield,s applause. 

XVI. 

And now, in turn, the Saxon Minstrel rose — 

A man of age he seemed, a man of woes ; 

But soon as e'er his magic harp struck he. 

Age turned to youth, and woe itself ;to glee ! 

At least, as Gu thrum whispered, such his wont ; 

But Thought sat now upon the Old :M^an's front — |3 

Deep Thought and Sadness. Ere a note he sung. 

His simple harp the Minstrel softly rung, $. 

Then .wakened, as a prelude, low yet strong, >| 

A something hovering between speedh and song. p 
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(»j *> Such bard, among his Country's &es, 
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" 111 fares it with the Saxon bard, 

Who loves his country now, -^ 

He wears her fetter on his soul, 

Her shame upon his brow ! 
Her much-loved King a fugitive, 

Her bravest warriors shun, 
■»-i|4- While o'er the land, triumphant, soars 

The Raven of the Dane ! ^r i> 



Must veil her wrongs, suppress his woes. 
Stifle each patriot thought as crime. 
And frame a lay to suit the time. 

Tet Guthrum hath a soul ! and can <» #, 

Forgive a Minstrel and a Man, i* ^, 

Who fain would, as he may, prolong « ^, 

The high conceit of Anlave's song, ^ 

;J But fears to wake, 'mid weapons sharp, a» 

■ The strain that hovers round his tarp." »» 



XVII. 0) 

" I swear by Woden !" Guthrum loudly cried, ^ 

" That, Minstrel, nought of harm shdll thee betide, ^ 



<9 



<8. i? Sing what thou wilt ! Nay, farther. If thy song ^ 

*k -f Be worthy — even though our name it wrong. 

By my good steel, and Denmark's Raven Black, ^ 

I swear that fitting meed thou shalt not lack 1" "* 

Bv these frank words the bard emboldened seemed, ■* 

And sung : « 

<a 

-»: 



* 



S' 



* "I, too, a solemn dream have dreamed! ^ » 

I stood, like Anlave, in high Woden's hall ; |J % 

Like Anlave, I beheld the warriors all ; 2 * 

The awful silence of the vast abode ^ %, 

'» I felt, like him, and saw the martial god ! <* * 

't 3 k ' ^1 
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• Suddenly came a flying Femaljj rorm, 

She came, as sometimes comes a summer storm, 

When winds are hrisk, when slender trees are bowed, 

And rainbow-fragments tinge the severing cloud ! 

E'en so her coming stirred, enlivened all. 

Half flew, half walked she, through the spacious hall, 

And fronted Woden's throne. The "warrior- train. 

In her, beheld a Chooser of the Slain ! ° 

' I come,' the Damsel cried, ' from Holy Isle, 

I come from battle, and from burning pile. 

Blood flowed like water. Noble Aymund there, 

For breath was gasping in the smoky air. 

His blade, beside him, dripped with Saxon gore. 

Him I had chosen for mine own before ; 

And, flying where the hero bleeding lay, 

I swiftly stooped to bear his soul away. 

Alas, I found before me there that hour, 

Th' unwelcome Spirit of a Mightiee Power ! ' 

XTIII. 

' Ha ! Mightier Power !' the startled god exclaimed, 
' Then it was not brave Aymund that you named ? 
He is mi/ son 1 Trained up to shed men's blood, 
Since he was boy he hath in battle ^tood ! ' 
' Ay — so the Spirit told me,' thus again 
Took up the word the Chooser of the Slain, 
' But now his part, she said, that warrior brave 
Shall learn, is not to slay mankind, but save ! 
The sense of Beauty, and the power, of Love, 
Sublimed in him, and hallowed from above, 
Shall touch the hero's heart with feeling strange. 
Shall touch, shall soften, and at las't shall change 1 
That matchless valour which 'gainst others burned. 
Shall 'gainst himself be resolutely turned, 
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* I la his own bosom to destroy a foe 

J; Stouter tliaa e'er he quelled by weapon-blow ! 

1^ And that once vanquished, his, thenceforth, shall be J 

* A higher and a nobler destiny ! 
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* Blest shall he be in haU, and blest? in bower, 
Slest in his love, his offspring, and his power ! * 

€ A land, made happy by his peaceful sway, 

® To him through life shall willing homage pay ; rh 

* And to his soul shall, after death, be given 
© The endless rapture of the Christian Heaven ! ' 
t The Damsel ceased. On Woden fell a cloud ; 



«' 

«' 



» 



A deepening shadow dimmed each visage proud ; 
j, Through the vast hall a flash of lightning broke ; .^ 

I 



And thunder, following, startled me, and woke." 

*■ He paused, but warriors, at the Minstrel's pause, » 

«i Kang not on hoUow-sounding shields applause. 

€ xrx. :* 

^ "^ 

^ Tou guess, my son, of aU the listening throng, ^ 

^ '■ ^ 

t I understood the most of that strange song. 3 

€ 'ii 

€ But what was evident to me alone, .^ 

How came it to the Saxon Minstrel known ? ^ 

Had he indeed, as bard, the gifted eye, 9 

<f Before whose sight both Past and Future lie ? ^ 

4, I doubted not. How, otherwise, could he ^ 

Have any knowledge of my fate or me ? 

|j I called him to my side, that I might say 

^ Such courteous word as Chieftain, praised, must pay * 

i, For courteous song. I bade the Minstrel take _£ 

^ A valued ring,' and wear it for my sake ; ^ 

® Hinting the whUe, but in an under tone, 

^ That it were wise to quit the camp anon. '* 

He stole away, and well it was for him ! 

^ For loured had many a visage, darkly grim, 

Upon the bard. I could but smile at those — 

The scalds — whom rivalry had made his foes, * 






^ And whose vain jealousy itself expressed 



Their wrath which, if its object had not flown, 
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■-In gibe malicious, and in taunting jest. 
'"Tie plain," said Anlave, " that the inan hath quaffed 
The pure, the genuine, bard-creating draught." ' 
" Oh, doubdess," Eolfe replied, " the thing's of course; 

But then 'twere best say nothing of the source !" 

But graver character the warriors' ire 
Took 'gainst the Master of the Saxon Lyre : 
" The wretch," they deeply swore, "deserves to bleed. 
For doing insult to our Country's creed 1" 
^ ^^^ Even on me their gloomy looks they bent. 

And muttered, audibly, their discontent, | 

That Danish bounty should a meed supply 



>■* 



To vagrant Nazarene — perchance a Spy I .^ p 

XX. ^ 



/. • Might into outrage instantly have grpwn, ?, 

, Died by degrees away — the bard withdrawn — ^ f^ 

^ -^ "When through the canvass gleamed the' summer dawn ! ^. h 

To sleep's demands the revellers 'gan'to yield, 
?1 U Each taking for a couch his own broad shield, 

' Where he had sat. Now reigned but stillness o'er Si 






The scene, where wildest mirth had reigned before. 

^ il. But soon, above their slumbers, from without, $ ^ 

''■ ^ Broke other sound than song or wassail shout — > ^ 

Each startled warrior caught the loud alarms, j^ ^ 

And, half-awakened, grasped his ready arms ! 

A 

■\ 

NOTES. 

1 The Chief was King only on the sea and in the battle field ; for in 
the hour of the banquet the whole troop sat in a circle, and the horns, 
filled with beer, passed from hand to hand, without any distinction uf 
first man or last. — Thierry's Norman Conquest. T ^ 

2 Superstition did not blind all the ancient ScandinaYians without 
exception. There were among them men wise enough to discover the 4, ,y^ 

'', ;-ts 
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■8 folly of the received opinions, and courageous epough to condemn them M 

P- without reserve. In the history of Olaf Tryggvason, a warrior fears ^ 

5 not to say publicly, that he relies more on his own strength and on his S 

^ arms, than upon Thor or Odin. — Mallei a Northern Antiquities. «■ 

^ ' The sea-Jong was everywhere faithfully followed and zealously —j 

Jj oheyed, because he was always renowned as the bravest of the brave, g 

as one who had never slept under a smoke-dried roof, who had never ^, 

emptied a cup in a chimney comer. — Vnd. '» 

* All the able-bodied men of the community, to the number of thirty, 3,' 

departed, and having loaded a boat with the relics, sacred vases, and gj 

other valuables, took refuge in the neighbouring marshes. There re- ^ 

mained in the choir only an abbot, a few infirm old men, two of whom 6 

were upwards of a hundred years old, and some children, whom their g,' 

parents, according to the devotional custom of the period, were bring- § 

up in the monastic habit. They continued tcehauit psalms at aU the k' 

regular hours ; when that of the mass arrived, the abbot placed himself ^ 

^ at the altar in his sacerdotal robes. All present received the commu- 

^ nion, and almost at the same moment the Danes entered the church. _/ 

The chief who marched at their head killed with his own hand the ^ 

abbot at the foot of the altar, and the soldiers seized the monks, young gi 

and old, whom terror had dispersed. . . . As'the prior fell dead, one pi 

S. of the children, ten years of age, who was greatly attached to him, fell «. 

on the body weeping, and asking to die with him. His voice and face ® 

struck one of the Danish chiefs ; moved with pity, he drew the ehUd B 

J5 out of the crowd, and taking off his frock, and throwing over him a § 

J^ Danish cassock, said, " Come with me, and quit not my side for a mo- ' ^ 

4 ment." He thus saved him from the massacre, but no others were 
r^ spared. — The Norman Conquest. 

JX ^ The song which Aulave is here represented as singing, was sug- 

gested to me by a genuine Danish lyric, thus given by Thierry. 

" I dreamt a dream. Methought I was at day-break in the hall of 
« 'Walhalla, preparing all things for the reception of the men killed in 

fe battles. 

5 "I awakened the heroes from their sleep ; L asked them to rise, to 
,-j arrange the seats and the drinking cups, as for the coming of a king. ^ 
9? " ' What means all this noise r' cried Braghi ; ' why are so many men 
(k in motion, and why all this ordering of seats r ' 

» " ' It is because Erik is on his way to join us,' replied Odin ; ' I * 

;fj await him with joy. Let some go forth to meet him.' ^ 

"^ " ' How is it that his coming pleases thee more than the coming of 2 

v< any other king ? ' § 

f" Because in more battle fields has his sword been red with blood ; a 

because in more places has his ensanguined spear difiiised terror." fe' 

g 6 " Besides those twelve goddesses," says Mallet, " there are nu- a 

K merous virgins in Valhalla. There business is to wait upon the heroes, ^ 

5® and they are called Valkryior. Odin also employs them to choose in ^ 

S battles those who are to perish." — Northern Antiquities. U 

^ ' They (the Scalds) were rewarded for the poems they composed in J5 |'!J; 

^ honour of the kings and heroes with magnificent presents ; we never * |>i 

J find the Scald singing his verses at the courts of princes without being ^ j' K 

,g recompensed with golden rings, glittering arms, and rich apparel. — Ibid. g^ >^' 

;? " The Danish fable of the origin of poetry may be briefly given here. L, 

^ Kvasir, a being formed by the gods, was murdered, and his blood being ^_ 

v» mixed up with honey, composed a Uquor of such surpassing excellence, ^ S 
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^ that whoever drinks of it acquires the gift of sOng. Odin, by a strata- * 

^ gem, succeeded in getting possession of it, and having swallowed the 

* \fho\e, transformed himself into an eagle, aijd flew off as fast as his tg- 

* wings could carry him. But Suttuug, from Vhom he had stolen the * 

* liquor, also took on himself the form of an eagle, and flew after him. * 
^ The gods, on seeing Odin approach, set out in tjie yard all the jars they * 
^ could flnd, which Odin filled by discharging through his beak the won- ^ 

* der-working liquor he had drunk. He was, however, so near being cy- 

* caught by Suttung, that some of the liquor escaped by an impurer vent, * 

* and as no care was taken of this — ^it fell to the share of the poetasters ! ■ * 

* * 



* 
* 

* 

* 

* 

* 

* 
* 

«- 
«- 
* 
=8- 



* 



Where marshalled rank to rank their fronts oppose, * 

And all is dreadful beauty — till they close ! * 




=a- 



* CANTO VI. I 



£ I. * 

* Iwl^^^H' ^ ™^y °^ battles well discourse, my son, .-^ 

* ffm^^M'^ Who hath beheld a hixndred lost and -won ; .nt 
Jil^-f^] And who, through fields where warring thou- =y- 

%, sands bled, ^n- 



ft, Hath often charged — retreated — rallied — led. * 

^ But that which roused the slumbering camp to strife, S 

^ Was more a struggle stem for death or life, * 

^ By men surprised in sleep, and unprepared, * 

^ Who bravely fought, yet while they fought, despaired, 

* Than ordered field which practised Leaders like * 

* To gaze upcn — before a blow they strike ; * 



* 



The instant that the warlike summons rung, * 

That instant Guthrum to his feet upsprung ; * 

TJpsprung his valiant Chiefs, and hurried thence, 

Each to secure his separate post's defence. 

My earliest thought was faithful Eric — he t 



Who had imperiled everything for me ; * 

Nor was my other, younger friend forgot — 



* 



I bade them mark the fight, but mingle not. « 
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«■ -fr 

^ "For if," I said, " we conquer, then believe '^ 

^ The highest guerdon ye shall both receive. • "^ 

I' And if we fail, ye may, by acting thup, ^ 

p]^ Escape the fortune they will deal to us. '^ 

*"■ Ye can but share it, when aU. chance is gone !" ^ 

ft E'en while I spoke, I did my armour on, "^ 

ft- And joining Q-uthrum's side — my ancient wont — v 

ft- 

a- Rushed forth with him to meet the battle's brunt. 



ft- 



Then first I saw the wildly-moving field — 
a- The marshalled foe by hundreds stood revealed ; 



f * 



^ #. We met, instead, our men recoiling back 4 

ft. Erom the foe's first, and not least fierbe attack, ^ 

ft. Which, with the utmost skill and vigour joint, 4» 

^ Had been directed 'gainst our weakest point 

^ By threat, by gesture, there compelled to halt, ^ 

fy. We led the fugitives to fresh assault,, ^ 

5 Repulsed, in turn, the coming Saxon might, J 

Rolled back the entering current of their fight, ■« 

*^ Cleared our own trench betimes, at point of blade, •# 

# a- And manned the breach which there the foe had made I <*> e, 

•* «■ ■# ^- 

■:> « in. ■« «. 



On many a burnished helm and bright steel blade, 4 

ft. . . '"^ 

ft. The brilliant beams of early morning played. 4, 

* a. On their broad banner, which I saw advance, .| 

4b 



A symbol that to every eye made plain 

^ The Saxon Alfred was in arms again ! * 

^ "I did n6t think," the valiant Gruthrum cried, ■* 

ft As with stern glance the coming Steed he eyed, 

ft " When he so swiftly fled, yon burning noon, 

* ft That we should meet again — at least so soon ! -^ 

ft ■#■ 

ft. Aymund, be firm ! Eor see, with greatest force, 

ft. The Saxons this way bear their heavy Horse ! ^^ 



ft 

ft. Now mark me — ere this day-light fair hath ceased, 

^ My Raven on their Charger's flesh shall feast !" ^ 

ft <t> 

ft 

(b 

ft 

<h <a-| 

ft ■* 
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"Wave after wave, the surging war came on ; 
"Wave after wave dashed fiercely — and was gone ! 
For we were rocks, our sea-beat stap-ce that held. 
And each successive wave — unmoved — repelled. 
Yet firmest rocks, that many a storm outbrave, 
In lapse of time must fall before the wave ; 
And mortal nerves, whatever be their strength, 
If pressed continuously, must fail al; length. 
Scarce could our arms the heavy falchion wield. 
And scarce, before us, bear the heavy shield ; 
Yet still fresh numbers, vigorous as the first. 
Against our frail and sinking barrier burst. 
The trench, besides, that void erewhile had lain, 
Now filled and heaped with bodies ql the slain. 
Supplied our foemen with a ghastly bridge, 
And readier access to the earthen ridge 
On which we fought. Our band, perforce, gave way. 
And in they rushed with more than torrent-sway ! 

V. 

I tell, my son, but what I saw and shared — 

I wot not how the other Leaders fared ; 

Wot not who yielded, who maintained, his post ; 

I only know the day, by us, was lost ! 

I only know that, save for prisoners ta'en. 

The Danish Camp contained no living Dane ! 

And that brave Guthruln and myself, of those. 

Had now, alas, become the prize of foes ! 

Me they at once disarmed, and would have slain ; 

But one exclaimed : " Hold ! hold ! It is the Dane 

Who 'scaped from us in yon wild moonlight scene : 

Better for him if there he still had ;been. 

Than reckoning with our victor King to-day !" 

The captors laughed, and dragged us thence away ; 



M 



I 



P 






C : 






^ 

5€ 



2'e ■-. 



m 






^1* *? >e> 



<8 



<8 



» 






385 



<8 (» 

^ J^ Nor stayed their steps, until, in Guthrum's tent, 5 

I )g. Before the Saxon Eing they humbly bent. <8 

^ ^ For — mournful change to come from one defeat !^ <a 

* ^ Their King now sat in Guthrum's honoured seat ; 

^ And Guthrum stood, his final doom' to hear, 5 

* Where he had lately stood — and none his peer ! ^ 

)^ VT 

^ I said, before the Saxon King they bent. ^ 



I* I dreamed not, Harold, of the base descent ! ^ >g 

^ Proud as if still I led an army's van, !^ 

(* I scorned to bend the knee to mortal man ; ^ »> 

^ And, though in regal presence, hardly saw ^ )8> 

^ The Prince to whom my captors kntelt in awe. * >* 

)8> Contemning my own fate, aside I looked ^ )» 

»> To see how Ms the noble Guthrum irooked — 'S 

^ His soul was strung up to the highest tone ; '« ,^ 

)» His glance was free and fearless as my own ! 

>e> And had the Monarch given, that moment, breath "4 

>e> To one brief word, and that brief word been — Death — ■<s 

)6> ■ ^ 

)^ He would have marked, my son, no terror-sign «8 

Vft, tfl 

^ Either on Guthrum's visage, or on mine. "S 

^ Brothers in many a former field of strife, •<i 

^ And more than brothers now in parting Kfe, ^8 

Fixing on Alfred stem and scornful eye, 

"* Both would have died — as heroes ever die ! - 

J* While glanced across my spirit some such thought, 

^ My stem and scornful eye the Monarch sought : ^ 

(* But scarce I gave to my own sight belief — ^ 

>* I saw — I saw — the young Northumbrian Chief ^ 

'» And the same instant I perceived, riiy son, ^ 

* The Saxon Monarch and that Chief were one 1 ^ 

>B> VII. ^ 

y> The sullen mood, the dark and savage pride, ^ 

'ft. Which had all form of reverence denied, '^ 



■^ 



■c8 



'» At once gave way. Eespect, esteem sincere, "^ 

/^ ... ^ 

_ %> And certain recollections, did what fear "9 

"* ^ „ "^ 
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Could never have achieved. I flew to bend 
Before my Victor, and to hail him. friend ; 
Though I had reason, as you now must know. 
For doubting if I still should find hina go- 
But Alfred saw, and, starting from his *seat. 
Came forth — as if an honoured guest to greet ; 
My act of cordial homage stayed, and took 
My hand with warmest grasp, and kindest look. 
" I thank my God !" with emphasis he said, 
" That thou, my friend ! haet 'scaped the Saxon blade ; 
And that brave Guthrum — this, I know is he ! — 
Survives it too, my other friend to be. 
All we of late discoursed of — I and thou^ — 
The righteous hand of Heaven hath altered now ; 
Hath left me free a Monarch's power to use. 
Gently or sternly, as myself may choose ; 
And doubtless, thy escape's implied distrust, 
Or worse, might seem to render sternness just. 
But spoken word, whatever may befall, 
A King of England never must recall ! 
Vanquished, to thee I offer made, and will, 
As Victor, trust me, every part fulfil, 
On the conditions which we named. — Meantime, 
!Not to arrest pursuit, were deepst crime ! 
Ho 1 Kenric, Cerdic ! haste ye both away ! 
A white flag in the sight of aU display, 
And let the heralds, in our royal name, 
A truce, an instantaneous truce proclaiin !" 

VIII. 

Obedient to the Saxon King's behest, 
Had scarcely parted the brave Chiefs addressed, 
When tent-ward came a crowd with clamorous din. 
Who roughly dragged two other captives in ; 
In whose sad looks, as soon as turned to view, 
I recognised my rescuers kind and true. 
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— Stem charge at once the King on Eric laid, 

Of kindness much abused, and trust betrayed ; 

Attributed to him the damning guilt 

Of half the blood in that red mornings spilt ; 

And littered high command, in the same breath. 

To lead the caitiffs out to instant death ! 

The elder warrior, who had hung his head 

Submissively, now raised it up, and said : 

" Thou art all good ; a deep offender I ; 

I merit death, it seems ; and I can die. 

Hut hear, my King, a wretch's latest prayer — 

Spare this poor Youth 1 the young and guiltless spare 

Still to my child a kind Protector be, 

And I will gladly perish — ^blessing thee ! " 

The King was not unmoved, yet stiU his hand. 

Extended, seemed to indicate command ; 

And still their forms the savage captors bent. 

In act to force them from the royal tent. 

IX. 

I interposed : " Brave Prince," I humbly said, 

" Thou hast, in me, excused the acting head; 

And, having kindly pardoned that which planned, 

Mayst well forgive the purely passive hand. 

Gro, search thine army, and, from rear to van, 

Thou shalt not find, believe, a truer man 

Than this same Eric ! 'Twas his Danish blood 

That for a moment checked his loyal mood. 

And Hengist, I have ample proof to show. 

Holds every foeman of his Prince his foe. 

Forgive them ! " " No, brave Dane, it niay not be ! " 

" Tet hear me — yield the traitors upto me ! 

To take the Old Man from his Monarch's sight, 

"Will not by him be deemed a penance light ; 

And for the Youth, I know a simple spell 

Wherewith to fix that Youth's allegiance well!" 
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" Then deepest treachei^ were a virtue made ; 
But be it so," the King, relenting, said. 
At this old Eric threw him on the ground. 
And, clasping good King Alfred's kneds around, 
"With tears of joy the Monarch's feet bedewed. 
Erect the while, the youthful Hengist stood — 
" I have but little skill to plead or 'plain," 
The Stripling said, " but bring the bravest Dane 
Before my falchion — or the slanderer bring. 
Who dares to call me traitor to my King, 
And he, in combat, who beholds me flinch. 
Like vilest snake shall scotch me — inch by inch ! " 
A murmur of suppressed applause went round. 
Nor royal Alfred at the blunt speech frowned. 

X. . 

The noble Chiefs, on peaceful mission Bent, 

By this time had returned into the tent. 

And now they made report, that, near and far, 

1'he hot pursuit was checked, and stayed the war. 

Here stood the Saxon's victor ranks, they said, 

Impatient all to find revenge delayed j 

While there, recovering heart, the routed Dane 

Was mustering fast his broken bands again; 

And, undismayed by recent overthrow, 

Was ready to inflict, or take, a blow. 

In sooth, so high appeared their mutual rage, 

'Twas feared the armies yet might re-engage ! 

The Monarch heard the risk ; he heard appalled ; 

And quickly to his standard-bearer called : 

"Ho, fortU with us 1 " And forth, with hasty stride, 

Across the field, where war had raged, we hied. 

Until we reached the narrow strip of green 

That stretched the dark and scowling ranks between. 

" Here," cried the Monarch, " full in every eye. 

The Saxon banner, let us raise on high ; 
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And, high beside it, give the flag to wave, 
Dear to each Dane, the flag of Guthrum brave ! " 
'Twas done — and fairly floated into light 
The Eaven Slack beside the Charger White ! 
Th' exulting Danes the signal's import knew, 
And loudly shouted as the banners flew. 
With fainter cheer the less-pleased Saxons hailed 
The sign that peace and amity prevailed. 

XI. 

I The generous Monarch then, with air benign, 

Took in his own brave Guthrum's hand and mine. 

And pledged us solemnly his kingly troth, 

His word confirming by a needless oath^— 

That fair Northumberland should us obey. 

Nor e'en the Humber bound the Danish sway ;' 

For thence to Thames, along the Eastern coast, 

Dominion wide should noble Guthrum boast. 

Upon the other part, we gladly swore — 
^ At first on ring and bracelet vowed to Thor, 

J 8 And then on holy relics,^ shrined b6nes, 

H That had,'they said, been the Apostle John's, 

To hold of him the Kingdoms he had named ; 

To rule them by the laws himself had framed ; 

Embrace the Christian faith; essay to win 

Our warlike followers from their rites of sin ; 

And, lastly, guard the Isle, now common made, 

From every power that would its shores invade. 

— These were the terms on which w^e rule obtained. 

And these the heralds to the hosts explained. 

Nor was it long ere, o'er the glittering fields, 

Eung wide the clangour of assenting shields!" 
xn. 

No more of battle and of blood, my Boy ! 

Thenceforward, all was triumph, all Vas joy ! ^11 

Men that had lately mixed in deadly fray, & ® 

Were seen commingling now in friendly play. 
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* *(i-ft> 

* Hon ^i-* 

:^ Guthrum, who in his secret soul despised ^|* 

* Both creeds alike, was soon, with pomp, baptised, — *l* 

* The King himself, beyond his royal wont, J|* 

* Eesponding for him at the sacred font ;' *|* 

* And, daily waiting in his garment white, Si* 

* FuU grimly, Harold, looked the Neophyte ! *|-* 
-» For me, I waived the wished immersion then, *f -fo 
■» Keserving for that holy rite the Glen, *i-9> 
-8a And hinted my desire that all the Banes *1^ 
■» Who pleased, should cleanse them of their moral stains ^* 
^ In the same pure Northumbrian strpam with me. *l-8' 
^ " It shall be so ! and more — OurseLf wiU see cvi^ 
'^ The rite performed," the generous Monarch said, 

* And instant order for the voyage made. 

* Nor rolled there many summer suns away, 

* Ere — flying all with flags and streamers gay, 

* And followed by the city-crowd's apclaims — ^-* 

* Two stately fleets were sailing dowff the Thames, * * 
-* Whose gallant Leader waved her canvass wings * -» 

* * Proudly o'er Alfred, Guthrum, Aymund — Kings ! * -8, 

si . ^ni- *| 

*; •«> As round the fair and winding shores we went, * .( 

* Eose on our right, the wood-crowned hills of Kent. 
-» The Essex marshes chanced that mom to be 

di -^ A bluely-sparkling, spacious, inland sea — 

«■ -81 I'or as the tides their daily changes make. 
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Those grounds are sometimes land, and sometimes lake.' 



« J 



Faint o'er the vapour — mist and cloud between — 

*i-» » -D..-_t, i._^ :*. -u ..„ i„ ^v "Sl^ 



*i .g, A Rainbow lent its beauty to the scene, 

X''X Which I observing, to the Monarch told J ^ 



<* 



c^-^ij Its name and use affirmed by credence old- 

*- * The arch of Bifrost, built across the sky, * -i 

^I ■* By which the gods descend, or mount on high.' * 

Sj -* "A fanciful conceit," he said, " in sooth , * 

T * But not more beautiful than is the truth, — * 1 

* -8' 

* OS 
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Prom Abarat looked on 



Nor fear returning waters !" 



^fltti runiinu^^. 
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"WTiioli thou shalt hear, as, from God's Book sublime, ^| * 

It hath been rendered into Saxon rhyme : xJ,": 



ft. 

ff. THE BIETH OF THE HAINBOW. 

ft. The Flood was o er. The earth began 

* Its wonted garb to don ; <^ 5 



ft. And all that now survived of Man, 






■^\ 



t 



Thence looked the white-haired Patriarch, ^ ^ 

^ Begirt with sons and daughters — "^ 

(^ Afraid as yet to disembark, "% 

■*■ And trust receding waters. ^ 



a. For still, upon the verge of sightj 4 



Where sky and land combine, 
He fancied billows gleamed in light, 

"t % And begged of Heaven a sign. 5^ 

* * "0 God !" he cried, " whose Mercy saves, '|;|vi. 

^ Assure my sons and daughters, ;*f<i. 

^ That they may trust yon distant waves, "**" 

* Nor fear returning waters !" <♦ 

* •* 



^ 



Cb 



J No form or shape appeared thereat, %Ia 



^ God hath no shape or form ; '^J 

^ * But a Voice came, more soft than that 'f 

.# ft. ' «»■ 

■*+ *f Of eale at ended storm ! "* 

* "Turn, second sire of men," it said, -fr 

e. " Turn ye, his sons and daughters, *t 

a- See on the cloud my sign displayed, ■^ 



^ xrv. <^ 

1. Snnrv i«iviY4mittf(t .a. 






They turned, and, full against the sun, ^\ 

A wondrous Bow there came— !■ Tj. 
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Of many dyes, and every one 

The purest of its name 1 
" That," said the Voice, " shall be a sign 

To all thy sons and daughters, 
That never more will Wrath Divine 

Destroy the world by waters. 

"Whenever showers on earth descend. 

And sunbeams glance between, 
That bow of love shall brightly bend, 

That pledge of peace be seen. 
And long as Time holds on his march, 

Shall all Earth's sons and daughters 
With grateful spirit hail the arch — 

Triumphant o'er the waters !" 

Thus Heaven-assured, they sought the plain ; 

But — human — timid — still, 
Long shoot they at each sound of rain. 

And at each swelling rill. 
But when on high the Token glowed, 

How joyed those sons and daughters ! 
How knelt they, and adored the God 

Whose power had calmed the waters ! 

XV. 

While thus the King half sung, at every word 

It haunted me that I had somewhere' heard 

Ehymes chanted so before. But Alfred drew 

Again my notice to the scene in view. 

He praised its loveliness, and, certes, I 

Withheld no term of fitting eulogy, 

But said : "Wo lands in lovely Englajid shown. 

Can match the region which is now my own 

The varied land that fronts the eastern waves. 

The land of mountains, and " " Why not, of caves ? ' 

The Monarch slyly interposed, and laughed. 
Then added, gravely : "Not all Eric's craft, 
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Than thy friend Eric proved — sent summons out ; 



"I friends?" "Ay — thousands, had our names been known, 
Who would have seized my Captive" as their own. 



* ^ And not the deepest cave in northern glen, ^ 

« j| Could from my search have 'vailed to hide thee then, ^ 

«; (* Had other cares my longer stay allowed ! 

^ — T told thee, Aymund, by defeat unbowed, 

^ How willingly my faithful people all ^ 

^ Would arm and muster at their Monarch's call. ^ 

>* I had e'en then — and by a surer scout 
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And well I knew that, met on Selwood-lea, « 

My friends, in arms, already waited me. ^ 

That thou shouldst see their numbers, and thence know *a 
)» They were no feeble, despicable foe, 

)e> And BO report them — this I did intend «8 

^ -M Ere thou to Guthrum's Danish camp shouldst wend. ^ 

«j )^ But this thy fond escape was found to mar, ig, 

j^ And I had left me no resource but war." .<^ 

* (* " But why conceal thy rank ?" '"Eair reason why ! 

* f* Thou, in the north, hadst friends, but none had I." '^ 



)» — Of all that people the Northumbrian plains, 

>8> One half at least are Danes, or sons of Danes, 

>* The relics of past inroads, men who=now ♦* 

>e> Have wisely changed their armour for the plough ; ■» 

Thy future subjects, who received, unknown, *; 

>e> The vanquished guardians of the Saxon throne, «» 

Jft Until the time was ripe.— My friends I found ^g 

)» In arms assembled on th' appointed ground, .*;|(* 

)e. And burning to be led to war. For me, ,^1* 

Xj, I had designed a previous scrutiny, ^^ 

^ That I might learn how you in camp were laid, ■^;* 

^ And how, and where, attack might best be made. '^\!)9- 

* I changed my wonted garb, a harp prepared, ^»> 

S And as a wandering Minstrel forth I fared ; ^^ 

Is 3 o ^^ 

(* ^^ 
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With ease, admittance to your camp obtained, 
And e'en the royal tent of Guthrum gained. 
Nay, thou thyself didst praise my minstrel-skiU, 
And pay it — which is something better still ! 
Look here ! nor need'st thou greatly blame thine 
They saw me, Aymund, under some disguise!" 
I looked, and lo ! my own, my well-known ring 
Gleamed on the finger of the smiling King — 
The very same which, as his song's reward, 
I had presented to the seeming Bard ! 
The eye of Guthrum flashed. " By mighty Thor, 
And mighty Woden ! " it was thus he swore — 
Unmindful, or perhaps oblivious now. 
Of his late Christian rite and solemn vow — 
" If I had known theo ! Past, alas, is past, — 
But that achievement should have been thy last !" 
The Monarch smiled the honest truth to hear, 
Rough from a heart that never knew a fear. 

XVII. 

Didst ev€r mark, in early summer, when 
The mist, at dawn, had fiUed some mountain glen, 
And, standing on its verge of dewy heath. 
You could but dimly see what lay beneath, — 
How soon, when Morning had begun to, stream. 
Melted the mist before the warming bekm. 
And gave the glen, with all its varied bloom, 
Its depth of woodbine, and its sides of broom, 
With its long rivulet's links of rosy light, 
As if by magic, to thy wondering sight ? 
E'en so the words of Alfred rolled awajr 
The veil of mystery from his minstrel-Iky I 
Its inspiration's source,- ere while concealed. 
In sudden sunshine lay at once revealed ! 
And judge, my son, with what a thirsty ear 
I drank disclosures — new — unhoped — and dear ! 
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XVIII. 

" Aymund '." said Alfred, " when, at Lindisfame, IJ 

It was my hap thy princely rank to learn, @. 

Thy life, or ransom, was at first with me • ^ * 

A cold affair of pelf or policy. 
® But wanner feelings soon replaced the cold, 

When that poor Maiden innocently told — 
@ (The Maiden Bertha, whom my Sisteb chose aXZ 

£ To he the sole companion of her woes, 

S Eesigning, without one regretful sigh, 

The prond attendance of a time gone by !) — 
@ "When Bertha told in what way ran the stream 

J Of fancy, during thy delirious dream, 

§ And when, by certain words that chanced to slip, « J 

In private conYerse, from my sister's lip, "" 

J I found, with small surprise, that in her heart 

Her bold Deliverer held an honoured part. 

Por Woman's gratitude, my Mend, will move, 

Ere well herself perceives it, into love, 

And sometimes all too quickly for control — ' 

Tet is EowBNA high and firm of soul : 
^ And wert thou now to sue as Heathen Dane, 

Believe me, Aymund, thou wouldst sue in vain. 
® But she will welcome, with a cabn delight, ^ 

Her Lover — coming as a Christian Enight !" * 

xrs. 

Here the King left me, for my heart, he knew. 

Required some time its transports to .subdue. 

And then, returning, said : " Thy realm's affairs, 

Henceforward, ask — demand thy gravest cares. 
§ Look — ^now thou hast ' regained thy high command ' " — 

He smiled — " ' look to the lowly of thy land ! ' 

The rich and great have power themselves to guard ; 
^ The honest poor man in his Sovereign's ward ! ^ 

To him thy bounties, with free hand, dispense ; 

See justice done him ; be his ProvidQnce. 
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Yet be so from behiad a prudent screen, 

That makes thy goodness rather felt, t£an seen. 

Yon Sun himself, with undiminished power. 

Is ever finest in his shaded hour, 

When his bright place in heaven is only known 

By the fine splendours all around him thrown — 

Excessive splendours which, as men behold, 

Transmute the meanest clouds they toxlch, to gold I 

XX. 

" From out thy Chiefs, as far as in thee lies. 

For posts of power select the good and.^Wse. 

I say — and wise, for be it understood, 

K^ot always wise, alas ! we find the good. 

But goodness, wisdom — ^in one soul combined — 

Form ever the best Euler of mankind. 

Encourage arts — the useful still the most. 

Yet never be the light and graceful lost"; 

These are the lovely gleams which — as they play — 

Gild the dull vapours that would shade our day ; 

Or more — these by supernal power are given. 

To tinge the else-bleak earth with hues of heaven ! 

And, as the highest far these arts among, 

cherish most the Bard's ennobling song — . 

"Which to great actions gives deserved renown. 

Embalms their memory, and transmits it down ; 

At the same time delights both soul and ear. 

And makes men Patriots as they lean to hear ! 

XXI. 

" Akin to lofty song, its source the same, 
But speaking in a higher, holier name, 
And with superior power — -0 reverence thou 
The Holy Faith that hath been taught thee now ! 
Walk by its rule thyself, and gently draw 
Thy erring people to embrace its law. 
Who — thus ' made happy by thy peaceful sway, 
To thee through life shall willing homage pay.' " 
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He smiled again, then said : " Be duly checked, 
In thee, the pride of wakening Intellect, 
Nor be thy reason borne along by it, 
9^ An inch beyond the scope of what is writ. 

The virtue, Aymund, of a humble trust 
Becometh beings who are made of dust. 
What we are here, to us, my friend, is known ; 
What we shall be, belongs to God alone. 
But safely in His care we may repose, 
Who cared for us ere Earth itself arose, 
Without presuming more of aught to know. 
Than He, to us, hath seen it good to Show. 
Searching the Unrevealed, the strongest Mind 
Its perfect emblem in the Thames may find. 
See ! how — a current deep, and swift, aind strong — 
It rushes, Aymund, in its pride along, 
As if of power — when, it at length shall gain 
The foamy margin of the onward main — ■ 
To make a felt impression, far and wide, 
Upon green Ocean's unresisting tide ! 
Alas for pride ! 'Tis met by mightier force. 
Met, and rolled backward on its distant source. 
Compelled to re-survey each inland shore. 
Which it had passed, with so much pomp, before ! " 

Xill. 

Much more the Monarch said, and I pould tell ; 

For 'tis a mournful privilege to dwell 
!S.KI On these Memorials of a noble Mind, 

Which shone, on earth, a Star among mankind ; 
a^ 't. But which, to earth, has long been set — to rise 

With fairer beams, and shine in other skies ! 

Leaving an honoured name behind it here. 

To his own England, and to Glory dear ! 

— But the chiU breeze that blows from Lindisfarne, 

Begins, my son, of coming night to warn , 
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* And I, it may be, do thy patience Wrong, J * 

* By tasking it -witli narrative so long. J * 
^ A very few more words will close it now, ? * 

* And then we will descend the mountain's brow. * 

* xxin. * 

* . . * 

* Fair winds and rowers stout soon brought to land * 



* Our ships on Lindisfame's accustomed strand, * 

* Where the good Abbot of the Holy Isle, * 
■&, ..... '^ 
■8= On promise to rebuild his ruined Pile, ■«- 

* with joy agreed t' administer the rite * 
«- fl= Of baptism to each Danish proselyte. cs- 

* -g, Then marched we forth with banner and with brand, .<j^ ^ 
■^ ^ As if to war, across the lovely land. -^ ■* 

* Peasants, in groups, on every verdant hill, ^ 
cs- ^ Stood to behold us passing, mute and still, c^ 
<«- ^ In wonder, doubtless, why such numbers then .^j. 

* % Should seek, in arms, the Valley of the Glen — '^ 
<8- * A peaceful vale and sweet, whose every lea % 
c(j- ^ Is all day rife with butterfly and bee, * 
(fr ^ As if each flower the passing summer flings ? 
J * On its fair sloping banks, had taken .wings ! ^ 



*- 
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J * The summer-morning sun, as we ad-^anced, * 



* JJuU brightly on our armed march had glanced j * 

* The quiet TUl had brightly seen us through, * 

* * And past the base of terraced Homilheugh ; * 

* * Whenee the pleased eye saw, 'mid a "spacious plain, * 

* » The blossomed broom of Ewart's fair domain.' * 
<«- * <g- 

* * But when we reached the destined river's edge, «- 



*§» A sudden gloom had fall'n on bank and sedge. * 

'*'- -(jj . . 

* Dark clouds were mirrored in the gloomy stream 




"With frequent flash, the lightning 'gan to gleam ; 



And, following fast, the thunder's sullen sound * 

Was heard to mutter all the Mountains round I * 

I felt, myself, a fear, and thought I saw, * ^ 



On many a visage round me, signs of awe. * 

* 
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^ To the good Abbot I at once confessed ^ 



^ The natural feeling that disturbed my breast. ^ 

% "It seems," I said, " as if the Thunder-Power 

I lately served, in yonder sky did lour 

J On his Apostate Son 1 as if he spoke ^ 

(?> The wrath of an Immortal in each stroke !" 

#• XXV. •# 

<i. "0 rather say," the holy Abbot cried, ■# 

J 1^ As, rapt, the dim and quaking hiUs he eyed, 



g, " Say rather that — unseen — the Heavfenly Hosts ^ 



a. Have on these mountain-summits ta'en their posts, 4^ 

ji ^ And now, by turns, are uttering, from each height, * 

* ^ Their gratulations o'er this sacred rite, "^ 

% % Which brings the hundreds their gladiCyes behold, 

J % Within their glorious Master's ranso^ied Fold ! ^ 

J Green Howsden mutters, but the solemn tone * 

- * Is not the thunder's, and is not his own ! ^ 

■#- J Nor are these rapid gleams mere lightning ! nor ^ 

<*• Mere echoes these that come from Newton Torr ! * 

Their gladness now the Lantons loudly tell ! 4t 



And hark — ^how loudly answers Tevering Bell ! 

In every flash, in every peal is given 

S A sign, a proof, that there is joy in Heaven ! " ■^ 

(J, He ceased. Poor Bertha's tale to me recurred, <& 

^ 0, And now was sanctioned by the good man's word ; ^ 

ti. His accents — ^like the thunder— seemed to roU, ^ 

* His glances — ^like the lightning — ^fired my soul I ^ 
J ^ And from his lips when those brief words had flowed, ^ 

J Which dedicate the future life to God, 

* I stooped — the Glen's pure waters o'er me ran ; 

* And I emerged, my son, a Christened Man ! 
4k, — I need not tell thee that each warrior brave <8 

4b . . dj 

41- At the same time partook the cleansing wave. <^ 

«» ' ^ 
a- XXVI 

^ Jes0 ! at once the rolling thimder ceased ; ^ 

% The clouds 'gan part, and gather towards the east ; ^ 
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Out burst the sun, with brilliancy divine, 

Once more on mountain and on stream to shine ; 

And, while bright showers were glancing down the gale, 

A gorgeous Eainbow spanned the glittering vale ! 

No longer gazed on as the bridge of gods, 

By which Immortals reach their sky-abodes, 

But now believed a holy sign to he, 

The pledge of peace to men, of joy 16 me ! 

Beneath its arch of glory, darkly stood 

That Castle strong, begirt with wave and wood, 

"Which held, I knew, the all of human birth 

I longed to meet with now on God's good earth. 

And lo ! from forth its portal— while the bow 

Of heaven above them kept its freshest glow — 

Issued a long bright train of maidens feir : 

I asked not, Harold, if my Love were there — 

But flew, and, kneeling, clasped, on Glen's green side, 

The fair hand of my beauteous Saxon, Bride ! 



Here ended he his Tale— that Warrior old. 
And 'twas the last time that the Tale he told; 
Por soon thereafter, in his Fort of pride, 
In Bamborough Castle, he tell sick and died. 

He was not buried where he died, although 
The dust of kings reposed, in eaxth, below. 
Nor was he ta'en to royal York, whore he 
Had wielded long the power of sovereignty, 
And where, in the old King's declining day. 
His Son had ruled with delegated sway. 

Tor his soul — wandering in the hour of death 

With words like these had occupied his breath : 
" To Newton's churchyard bear my corpse away, 
That when I rise at the great Judgment-day, 
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And when lie died, no stone arose ta tell 

"Where, after all his ills, he sleeps so'weU. 

To me — who missed him longest, mourned him most — 

Eren to me, that Old Man's grave is.lost. 

As much is lost to all that would exjilore. 

As His, who died a thousand years brfore. 

Both equal now — no vestige to evince 

Where lies the Peasant, where was laid the Peince ! 






£, -© There will my dearest friends rise with me ! — there 

My own Eowena with her shining hair ; 

There little Edith, whom we lost a child, 
^-(j) With her sweet aspect, and her ringlets wild, & 

So like her Mother's ; little Alfred, too, 

Wm wake beside me, with his eyes of blue ! 

There Eric, Hengist, will return to life j 'J] 

^ And Bertha there — ^reluctantly his wife, 

But ever true and tender to the last ; — 

All roused up by the Angel's trumpet-blast, 
» };' And all at once to consciousness restored, ^ 



m 



WUl mount the air with me, and mefet the Loed I" '*! 

His wish they reverenced, wild though deemed to he, ^ 

^ And laid the Xing in Neivton's cemet'ry ; ^ 

Where his rude Tomb successive races saw m 

® @ 

# With less and less of wonder, and of awe, m 

-© j^ 

■® Until inscription, sculpture, even stone 

"© . ^ 

® Had disappeared, and left the spot uhknown ! la 

■® @ 

■^ fih 

® Forgive one lingering note ! A thoiJsand years g 

^^ Erom Aymund's death were ending, "when — with tears- 

I saw an Old Man from his home conveyed. 

And in the same place reverently laid,'" 

He was a Peasant, whose long life had been 

Of toU and labour one unvaried scene. 

He fought no battles, save with Want. His name 

No splendour had, save that of honest fame. & 
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' It was not long ere they saw the "White Horse, the Banner of 
"Wessex, hearing down upon them. Alfred attacRed their redouhts at 
Ethandun in the weakest point, carried them, drove out all the Danes, 
and, as the Saxon chronicles express it, remained master of the car- 
nage. — The JVonnun Conquest. 

2 Alfred granted them the most liberal terms, giving up to Guthrum, 
their king, all the territories of East Anglia and Northumbria, to be 
held tributary upon the easy conditions of his evacuating all the West 
Saxon dominions, and receiving baptism along with the principal cliiefs 
of his army. — Britten's Beauties of Wiltshire. 

^ "Godrun," says Thierry, " with Kis captains, swore on a bracelet 
consecrated to their gods, liiat they would in all good faith receive 
baptism." And Asser, in his Life of Alfred, sjys : "Also they swore 
an oath over the Christian relics, which with King Alfred were next in 
veneration after the Deity himself." 

^ To strike his shield wag invariably the way ju which a Northman 
expressed his assent to any proposition. 

5 King Alfred officiated as spiritual father to the Danish chief, who, 
putting the neophytical white robe over his armour, departed with the 
wreck of his army. The limits of the two populations were fixed by 
definitive treaty, sworn to, as its preamble set fgrth, by Alfred, King ; 
Godrun, King ; all the Anglo-Saxon wise men, and all the Danish peo- 
ple. — T/ie Norman Conquest. 

8 The marshes of Essex, at high water, woijld form a magnificent 
scene for centuries after the death of Alfred — the embankments which 
prevent the Thames from overflowing them, ha,ving been constructed 
only about a hundred years ago. 

■ ' The gods made a bridge between heaven and earth ; this bridge is 
the rainbow. Its name was Bifrost. — Northern •Antiquities. 

* The sentiments expressed in this passage, and elsewhere, are agree- 
able to the character and conduct of the Great Alfred, as described 
by Asser : " The King, eager to give up to God the half of his daily 
service, and more also, if his ability on the one hand and his malady on 
the other, would allow him, showed himself a minute investigator of 
the truth in all his judgments, and this especially for the sake of the 
poor, to whose interests, day and night, among other duties of this life, 
he was ever wonderfully attentive." 

' The plain upon which stands the beautiful seat of Sir Ilorace St. 
Paxil, Bart., was, at the time of Flodden Field — and probably for many 
years afterwards — covered with broom. 

1" My father died in 1809, and wasburied:in the churchyard of 
of Kirk Newton. I may be pardoned for adding a single memorial of 
Mm. He and two brothers, when children, ha?l been left orphans, of 
whom my father was the eldest, and consequently the most capable of 
feeling the loss they had sustained. Having been told that his father 
and mother had gone to Heaven, he used to steal out of an evening, 
and watch the first stars that appeared in the ,west, fondly dreaming 
that they might be the eyes of the Departed, gazing upon the son of 
their love ! The thought always filled his o-*n eyes with tears, and 
sent him to his parentlcsa home and bed to weep himself asleep ! — 
There was poctiy in that child's soul. 
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fismg oil. 

1851. 



[In the farm-house of Threestoneburn, among the Cheviots, I have seen 
three generations of the same family, and have spent many happy 
hours with all of them.] 




Y blessing on yonder wild mountains, 

On yonder wild Talley between. 
And on the sweet cot and its fountains, 

The sweetest by wanderer seen 1 
How gladly — the world's weary ranger — 

My days in that cot could I spend. 
Whose door ne'er was barred on a stranger, 

Whose bed — ne'er denied to a friend ! 

^xhe morn o'er the moorland was shining, 
A morn without one streak of gloom — 
Twas splendour witli beauty combining. 
The blending of sunshine and bloom ! 
And the cot had each spell — when 1 found it — 

The heart and the fancy to win ; 
For all mountain charms were around it. 
And all mountain virtues within"! 

sweet was the flower of the heather, 

As it bloomed in the sun and the-dew ; 
But a sweeter flower there he may gather, 

Who goes with a pure hand and true ! 
For that cot has some lovelier blossoms 

Than even the heather supplies — 
The father's good heart in their bosqms, 

The mother's kind glance in their eyes ! 
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Jfaipst of all J^taijii. 



1852. 



[In memory of Sarah, my eldest daughter — the same who plucked the 
violet in 1825. See page 62.] 



AIEEST of all Stars ! star of the Even ! 
See'st thou a Soul pass — fairer than 
thou ? 
,^^ief though the time since she left 
us for Heaven, 
Perliaps, in her journey, she passes 
ttee now 1 
Angels she wants not to guide or 
attend her, 

Certain and safe is her path through the skies ; 
Eay as she was from the Source of aU splendour, 
Back to that Source she — ^instinctively — flies ! 

Spirits will hail her ; sisters and brothers 

Give to her greeting a joyful response — 
! wiU they talk of their fatter and mother's 

Death-darkened home — which was bright with them 
once ? 
Talk of it, blest ones ! early selected ! 

Memories of sadness no sadness will bring ; 
Joy wUl seem sweeter for woes recollected, 

As Winter, remembered, adds besiuty to Spring ! 
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J|oii hau»! Irard. 



1853. 



[For the fairy tale of the Whistle, see Thorp's "Yule-tide iStories.' 
Music hy Jay.] 




OU have heard," said a youth to his sweet- 
heart who stood, 
"While he sat on a corn-sheaf, at daylight's 

decline. 
You have heard of the Danish boy's whistle 
of wood — 
the Danish boy's whistle were mine ! " 

" And what would you do with it ? Tell me ! " she said. 
While an arch smile played over her beautiful face ; 

"I would blow it," he answered, " and, then Jny fair maid 
Would fly to my side, and would here take her place." 

" Is that aU you wish it for ? That may be yours 
Without any magic," the fair maiden cried; 

"A favour so slight one's good nature secures ! " 
And she playfully seated herself by his side. 

"I would blow it again," said the youth, "and the charm 
Would work so, that not even Modesty's check 

Would be able to keep from my neck your fine arm I " 
She smiled, and she laid her fine arm round his neck. 

" Yet once more would I blow, and the music divine 
Would bring me, the third time, an exquisite bliss — 

You would lay your fair cheek to this brown one of mine, 
And your lips, stealing past it, woulfi give me a kiss. 
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The maiden laughed out in her innocent glee — 

" What a fool of yourself with the whistle you'd mal;e ! 

For only consider, how silly 'twould be 

To sit there and whistle for — what you might take •' " 



Ihe jpecrage of Jndustiii). 



1853. 
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[Written for, and recited at, tlie opening of thCj great Model MiU of 
Saltaire, near Bradford, where about aeyen thiuaand guests, nearly 
three thousand of whom were Mr. Salt's own work-people, sat down 
to a sumptuous dinner — all in one room. The lines have been cir- 
culated wherever the English language isread-^a distinction as much 
above their merit, as was the liberality — worthy of the " Lord of 
Saltaire " — with which they were acknowledged.] 

||0 the praise of the Peerage high harps have 
been strung, 
By Minstrels of note and of name ; 
But a Peerage we have, to this moment 
unsung, 
And why should not they have their fame ? 
'Tis the Peerage op Industet ! Nobles, who hold 

Their patent from Nature alone — 
More genuine far than if purchased with gold. 

Or won, by mean arts, from a throne ! 
And of Industry's Nobles, what name should be first, 

If not his whose proud banquet we 'share ? 
For whom should our cheers simultaneously burst. 

If not for the Lord of Saltaire ? 
For this is his praise — and who merit it not, 

Deserve no good luck should overtake them — 
That while making his thousands, he never forgot 
The thousands that helped him to ipake them ! 
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The Peer who inherits an ancient estate, 

And glads many hearts with his ^elf, 
We honour and love ; but is that man less great, 

Who founds his own fortune himself? 
Who builds a town round him ; sends joy to each hearth ; 

Makes the workman exult 'mid his toil ; 
And who, while supplying the markets of Earth, 

Enriches his own beloved soil ? 
Such a man is a Noble, whose name should be first. 

In our heart — in owe song — in our prayer ! 
For such should our cheers simultaneously burst. 

And such is the Lord of Saltaire ! 
For this is his praise — and who merit it not. 

Deserve no good luck should overtake them — 
That while making his thousands, he never forgot 

The thousands that helped him to make them ! 



Wfio mm not I)i| |rouil of ®I(I ^n^Iand ? 



1853. 



HO would not be proud of old England, 
With her great heart both tender and 
strong ? 
Aye ready to soften at sorrow, 
Aye ready to kindle at wrong ! 



To her friends a tall rock of the desert. 
Whose fount with sweet water o'erflows ; 

An Etna in red-hot eruption. 

And darting round death — tg her foes 
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Those rights which the nations still sigh for, 

She, ages ago, made her own : 
Fo slave she permits in her borders, 

No tyrant she brooks in her throne ! 

Supreme on her own mighty Island, 

With the sea for her subject, she stands ; 

And millions obey her and love her, 
Who never set foot on her sands ! 

We are loath to think Liberty mortal — 

TJndying we hold her to be ; 
Tot Liberty's life is bound up with 

The life of this Queen of the sea ! 



MH lm\' no (CHfiMefemg flag, 

1853. 



rear no war-defying flag, 
Though armed for battle still ; 
The feeble, if he like, may brag— 

The powerful neveriwill. 
The flag we rear in every breeze, 
Float where it may, or when, 
Waves forth a signal o'er the sea^ 
Of—" Peace, Good- will to men ! " 

For arms, we waft across the wayes 

The fruits of every clime ; 
For death, the truth that cheers and saves ; 

What mission more sublime ? 
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For flames, we send the lights afar 
Out-flashed from press and pen ; 

And for the slogans used in war, 
Cry — " Peace, Good-will to men !" 

But are there States who never cease 

To hate or envy ours ? 
And who esteem our wish for peace 

As proof of waning powers ? 
Let them but dare the trial ! High 

Shall wave our war-flag then ! 
And woe to those who change our cry 

Of " Peace, Good-wiU to men !" 



Iring out tk <BU Mm'Sm- 



1854. 



j RING- out the old War-flag ! Long, now, 
it has lain. 
Its folds — rich with glory — all piously 
furled; 
And the hope of our heart was, that never 
again 
Should we see it float forth in the wars of 
the world. 
For stiU we remembered the blood, and the tears, 

Both real — for sight, not imagined — for song. 
That dimmed e'en its triumphs through many dark years, 
When it waved in the battles of Eiglit against "Wrong ! 
3i 
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But down with regrets ! or leave them to our foes, 

Whose outrage forbids us at peace to remain — 
And up with it now from its honoured repose, 

'Mid the cheers of a people that cheer not in vain ! 
They cheer to behold it once more coming forth, 

The weak to defend from the sword of the strong ; 
For — true to its fame — the first flag of the Iforth 

Will but wave in the battles of Eight" against Wrong ! 

Take, Warriors of Freedom, the flag we bestow. 

To be shortly unfurled at the trumpet''s wild breath ! 
We give it you stainless; and Britons, we know, 

Will bring it back stainless, or clasp it in death ! 
But why talk of death, save of death to our foes, 

When ye meet them in conflict — too fierce to be long ? 
1 safe is the War-flag, confided to thoSe 

Who fight in the battles of Eight against Wrong ! 



^he tried to ^mile. 



1855. 



[" The Empress endeavoured to smile, in acknowledgement of the cheers, 
but her feelings overcame her : she thre-vr hersqjf back, and gave way 
toa flood of tears." — Report of the attempted assassination of the 
French Emperor.] 

HE, tried to smile, for she would fain 

Have so received her people's cheers ; 

I But her heart found the effort vain, 

'(9 And it gushed o'er in copious tears. 

Above the Empress, in that strife, 

Arose the Woman and the Wife. 
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She turned to lier iuiperiled mate 

"With — who shall say what mingled pangs r- 
On whose attempted life the fate 

Of Europe, at this moment, hangs — 
How looked he when, thus sorely proved ? 
He was the only one unmoved I 

Heaven -raised. Heaven-shielded, there he sat, 
Impassive as the mountain rooki — 

A thousand storms may blaze round that. 
It stirs not at the mightiest shock. 

The fountain in its breast may quiVer — 

Its aspect is the same for ever ! 

And hides not He, beneath that cold, 
Calm front, a tender foimtain tob r 

And felt he not how sweet to hold 
The empire of a bosom true r 

And deemed he not each tear a gein 

Worth all that grace his diadem ? 

happy in this double sway 

Of heart and empire ! Thou canst boast 
That were the empire wrenched awaj-, 

The heart left, there were little lost ; 
The heart which blesses now thy lot, 
Would make a palace of a cot ! 
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nUEN a Knight of the old time was 
wounded in war, 
His lady-love flew to the field where 
he lay, 
^ Had him carefully home to some castle 
afar, 

And tended his sick couch by night and by day. 
Pure, pure was the love that her fair bosom held, 

And pure was the feeling that woke at her name ; 
But our own time has seen her devotion excelled, 

And her brightest fame darkened by Nightingale's fame. 

It was not a lover whose pallet she smoothed, 

She plied not her task in a castle's proud room ; 
The poor, wounded soldier she tended and soothed, 

'Mid the hospital's fetid and comfortless gloom ! 
She talked to him — dying — of life beyond earth, 

Till the soul passed, in joy, from the war-shattered frame ; 
And for this she had left her fair home and bright hearth ! — 

! Mortal ne'er merited Nightingale's fame ! 

The purest of earthly love ever is mixed 

"With something of earth. On the oife side all soul. 
All sense on the other, it hovers betwixt, 

And — touching on both — bears a taint through the whole. 
But her love was free from the human alloy ; 

'Twas a flame from the Holiest's altar of flame ! — 
She went forth an Angel of Mercy and Joj', 

And Angels might covet gtje Nightiilgale's fame ! 
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^fkatopol k Mow ! 




1856. 



pW eagerly we listen 

For tte tidings which, we know, 
ust thunder from the Eiixine — 
Of the Eussian's overthro-w, 

lOf the struggle, of the carnage, 
Eedly heaping friend on foe — 

5W^hen the last assault is over 

"^ And Sebastopol is low ! 



Think ye we fight for glory ? 

We won it long ago ! 
Or for a wider empire ? 

No — ^by our honour — no ! 
But we fight for Feebdom's empire^- 

And that shall wider grow,- 
"When the last assault is over. 

And Sebastopol is low ! 

O'er the nations darkly pining 

In serfdom's night of woe. 
See I the clouds are being scattered. 

And the dawn begins to glow ! 
And the lark of Freedom — singing — 

Through sunny skies shall -go, 
When the last assault is over, 

And Sebastopol is low ! 
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Hark ! heard j-e not those bdomings, 

Repeated deep and slow ? 
'Tis the voice of Freedom's triumph — 

It is struck — the glorious blow ! 
And all through merry England 

Brave songs, to-night, shall' flow; 
For the last assault u over, 

And Sebastopol is low ! 

Msi ^^^hej of Jlaii. 

1856. 



[A Song of the Peaco.] 




lirfE spring will bring peace, as it brings the 
fine weather. 
The war and the winter will both have 
blown o'er; 
And joys, like the flowers upon green- 
sward and heather, 
"Will bloom o'er the land in profusioig, once more. 
Fair eyes, dim with weeping now, then will be bright again- 

Ko dewy violets brighter then they ! 
True hearts, that are heavy now, then will be light again- 
Dancing like leaves in the zephyr of May ! 

Alas, there are hearts that, the higher our gladness 
The deeper will sink in their fathomless woe ; 

There ai-e eyes to which spring will bring nothing 
but sadness, 
Since it cannot bring those whom the war has laid low ! 
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But God will pour balm into bosoms despairing ; 

The Mourner, in time, will look upward and say — 
" He died a brave death ! he won peace by his daring ! 

And a proud sigh will blend with the zephyr of May. 

With flag by foes riddled, but ! never captured. 

Our warriors will bound again o'er the sea-foam ; 
And the loved ones, left woful, will meet them, enrapturpd, 

And in triumph bear each to his now-»honoured home. 
We have proved to the world — and the world will re- 
member — 

That to conquer in battle we stiU know the way ! 
But though we — to the foe — are the blast of December, 

We are — to the vanquished — the zephyr of May ! 



% idng th\S[ h. 



1857. 



BEING there is, of whose endless existence. 
No sane mind e'er douBted, or harboured 
a doubt; 
A Being with whom there is no time, no 
distance ; 
Who pervades all within me, pervades 
all without. 

In my brain, at this instant, "He marks every motion 
Of thought — as if no thought were moving but mine 

Yet sees, the same instant, each whim tod each notion 
In every quick brain from the poles 'to the line ! ' 
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'Sot, while He is watching Earth's myriads, can it 

Be said that from any one orb He is tftr ; 
No, He is as near to yon beautiful planet; 

His essence imbosoms the furthest lone star ! 

The furthest lone star ? It is language that labours — 

No star is, to Him, either furthest or lone ; 
And the star we deem lone, may have millions of neigh- 
boTirs, 
. Whose beams ne'er hare yet through our atmosphere 
shone ! 

These love-peopled worlds are the bright emanation 
Of goodness yet brighter, which words would but dim; 

And the meanest intelligent life in creation, 

Hath the care, the protection, the kindness of Him ! 

If we think that He leaves us, we then are forgetting 
That He is the fixed, the unchangeable One — 

The sun leaves not us, when it seems to be setting, 
'Tis we who are turning away from the' sun ! 




Newcastle-upon-Tyne : 
Printed by Thomae and James Pigg, daytoa 'Street. 
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Nicholson, Henry 'W,, Esq., Grcal BerJchamsfiad 

Ogle, Robert, Esq., I^glingham . . 
Ogle, Mr, Chemist, Battersea 
Orde, Charles William, Esq., Kmmyidrk 
Osborne, C. S., Esq., London 

Pariss, Mrs, Battersea Fields 
Pease, Joseph, Esq., Darjingion 
Pitts, Joseph, Esq., Stanninffley . . 
Plummer, Matthew, Esq., Xewccistle 
Plummer, Robert, Esq., do. 

Pollard, J. P., Esq., London 
Ponton, J., Esq., do. 

Popplewell, B. B., Esq., Bradford 
Preston, Miss, Flashy Hall 
Preston, Miss Olivia, Kesuich 
Procter, James, Esq., Liverpool . . 
Procter, Rev. William, Doddington 
Pi'octer, Rev. A., Alu-iiiton 

Rea, George, Esq., Middleton 

Reaney, Miss, Bradford . . . . » . 

Reynold.?, T. A. F., Esq., .B«««-sm 

Riddell, Edward, Esq., Chcexebtirn Grange 

Rippon, G., Esq., IVaterriUe 

Robertson, Mr Thomas, Alnwick 

Robson, George, Esq., Ewart Park 

Roberts, WUliam, Esq., Sheffield 

Robertson, Mr Adam, Alnwick . . • . 

Robinson, William, Esq., Settle 

Robinson, Dixon, Esq., Clitheroe Castle 

Robinson, Thomas, Esq., Skiplon 

Robinson, J. M., Esq., BoUon-le- Moors 

Eoddam, William, Esq , lioddam 

Eoddam, Miss, do. 

Ronndell, Rev. D., Gledstone Hull 

Salt, Titus, Esq., Bradford 

Salter, Sidney S., Esq., London . . 

Salviu, A., Esq., do. . . . . ;. 
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Scott, Mrs, Seal, near Scrwiek . . 
Sheppard, Frederick, Esq., Chelsea 
Short, Miss, WooUr 
Smith, Mark, Esq., Alnwieh 
Smith, Edward H., Esq., Chelsea 
Soady, John, jun , Esq., London . . 
Southhouse, Eev. George, Isle of Wi'jh 
Spring, Mrs, London . . . . 

Stanfield, Mr Charles, Bradford 
Stamp, Mr J. 0., Alnwick 
Steers, David, Esq., Chelsea 
Storey, Walter, Esq., Manchester 
Story, John, Esq., do. 

Stockdale, Eichard, Esq., Lolion-le- Moors 

Stubhs, WiUiam, Esq 

Sumers, Mrs, London 
Sutcliffe, Miss, GiggUswiek 
Swan, Michael, Esq., London 
Swan, Mr Mark, Lesbury 



Taylor, Hugh, Esq., Earsdmi 
Taylor, Hugh, Esq., Bachworth . . 
Taylor, John, Esq., Hasicell CoUiery 
Tate, Thomas, Esq., Bilton Souse 
TheWi'ViUiam, Esq., London 
Thompson, Mr John, Almoick . . 
Thomson, Kev. G. S., Alnham . . 
Thompson, Mrs, Sunderland 
Thompson, Alexander, Esq., Kirknewton 
Thornton, Philip, Esq., London . . 
Tucker, Esq., do. 

Vaughan, Eichard, Esq., do. 

"WaEer, Eichard, Esq., do. 
Watkinson, The Misses, Gargrave 
"Watkinson, Stephen, Esq., ArncHffe 
"Watkinson, Mr Peter, Sheffield 
Watson, John, Esq., Fortsea 
WeaUeans, Mrs, Motterton 
Webster, John, Esq., Sheffield 
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^\'elsh, H., Esq , Knrni.ith 
West, S., Esq., Jf«« 
■Wheeler, Thomas, Esq., Battersea 
AVilliams, Thomas, Esq., London 
Wflson, J. A., Esq , Alnwick 
Wflson, F. E., Esq., do. 
Wflson, W. H., Esq., BaUersea FiiMs 
Vv'ilson, W., Esq., London 
Wilson, John, Esq., Cross Hills . . 
WiUciu, Mr H. P., Alnwick 
AVilson, G., Esq., Xeiv Inn, London 
-Wood, iirs, Gayflrare 
Woodman, W., E.sq., Morpeth 
Wright, Eev. J. M., Tatham 
WyriU, Mr William, Bradford . . 
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